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R AAB, J udge of the Canton of Grogaleandesedlifz MM. DXJBOUCHBr 

PBUTH, Jail-keeper and leader of the singing club DBBEBB 

BABNAB6 GUYOT 

WILHEM GENOT 

VALTER SALVATOK 

GEROME CHAUTAL. 

PBITZ DAVALIS 

MULLEB.... ./.!./.!!..//...!........ IDles. AIMEE 

MOLDA, niece to Raab MINELLY 

FICHTEL GANDON 

GABEN DUBOUCHET 

POLA BRIOr 

AGATH ' GERREY 

MARZA 8IVRY 

ANICa VANDELEr 



The Bcone is in the Tyrol, Circle or Canton of Grogaleaudeselitz. 
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ACT FIRST. 



Une Place de Village. 



A droUe, la demeure d$ Jtaah. — A gauche, ten edbard 
tenupar WxUiem. ^ Au mlieu de la achtOy un tableau 
noir 8wr lequd ily adela musique, — Au lever du ri- 
deauy lea hommea hoiveni d la table du oabareL 



80i:N£ PBEMIJ^BE. 

WILHElf, ANICH, JtROMB, POLA, MABZA, 
AGATH, YALTEB, GABEN, Gh<xub. 

CHCEUE. 



Chunter et boire^ 

8anB 8*arr^ter, 

Cest Qotre gloire, 

C'eet la santd. 

GhaDter et boire, 

Sans 86 lasser, 

G'est la gaitd. 
Eh ! U-bas, assez de ]e9on, 
Laissez votre chant d'^lise 
R^pdtez k I'onisson 
Kotie joyease devise: 

Ghanter et boire, 

£to., etc., etc. 



4 



TALTEB. 

ma Gaben, si je t'adore I 
Vols done, mee yeux {bia) sont pleina de 

OABEN. 

OxnonValter! chantons enoore. 
Dis-moi tes chants hannonieux. 



Villacre Market Place. 

To Ihe right JRaab'a houae—to the l^ a tavern kepi ij^ 
WVhem^in the middle qf the stage a Uaek hoard on 
iohich muaieal notea are wiiten—when the curtain riaea 
men are drinking at the tavern table. 



SGENE L 

WILHEH, ANICH, JEBOMB, POLA, MABZA. 
AGATE, WALTEB, GABEN, and GHOBU& 

OHOBUS. 

Drinking and singing. 
With never an end, 
Are our joys, bringing 
Us health and debghk 
Drinking and singing. 
Life let us spend. 
Tireless, joyous, bright 

Heigh, there 1 stop your do, re, mi. 
Leave your songs of holy strain. 

Let oar song together be 
But the one beloved refrain. 

Drinking and singings 
Etc., etc., etc 

WAI/TEB. 

Oh, Gaben dear, how I adore thee. 
Mine eyes respire (biaj extatio fire^ 

OAJBBll. 

Oh, Walter dear, sing I implore thee^ 
Those melodies I so admire. 
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Trtve de vos 169008, 
Cessez tos olianiionfl. 

Allons, pas de rdpUque, 
Afisez de musiqae. 

LIS rssofss. 

Mais o*e8t ponr le concoors 
Que nous chautons toujoora. 

r.jfM HOmCES. 

AUons. pas de r^pliqae, 

Assez de musique. 

La chose est notoiie, 

Four chanter il faut boire. 

Aboire! (Ter.) 

Chanter et boire, 

Etc., etc., etc. 



Vetse L « yeise... Mattre Wilhehn... 

TOUS. 

A boire I 

Jfarza» Tiens-ta boire ayeo nous?.,. 



Agath... Yoyons ta embrasseras ton man plas 
tard... 



Flos tard 1. . . encore. . . 9a n'emp^che pas mainte- 
nanL (EUe Imbraase, ) 

j£b6mx. 
EttoiOaben?... 

OABEK. 

Moi j*aune mieox causer avec Marza. . . 

JEBdUDB. 

Et mois les denx choses en mdme temps. (OnriL) 

TOUS, 

BraTo! Jerdme!... 

WILHEM. 

Et voos avez raison, enfants . . . Boire. . . aimer. . . 
aimer et boire I O'est Ik toute la vie. . . 

OABEN. 

Silence ! 8i Baab t'entendait. . . 

WILHEM. 

Ah ! Baab. . . Baab !. . . il n'a pas ane petite femme 
jolie oomme toi. . . il est veuf. . . 



THB MXN. 



Of lessons we'ye enough, 
Yoor songs are tiresome stoft 

Stop, not a bingle stays or 
A demisemiqaayer. 



THB WOMEN. 



Tis for the trial of skill. 
We keep on singing stilL 



Stop, not i( single staye, or 

A demisemiqaayer, 
The fact is notorious. 

Wine makes singing glorious 



Drink my lads. 
Drink my ]ads. 
Drink my lads, 

Drinking and singings 

Etc., etc.. etc. 



JXBOMX. 

Fill up, fill up, master Wilhem. 
To drink 

JBBOMB. 

liarza, will you drink with us ? 

WILHBM. 

Agath, you can embrace your husband later on. 

AOiLTH. 

Later on, again— that need not stop me now. (Ski 
emJIfraces him. J 

nSBOMB. 

And you, Gaben ? 

Gaben. 
I prefer chatting with Marza. 

JEBOMB. 

And I both things together. (Laughter,) 



Brayo ! Jerome ! 



WILHBM. 



You are right, children. To loye and drink, to 
drink and loye ! constitute life. 

GABEN. 

Ilush ! if Baab hear you I 

WILHEM. 

Ah B-ab I Baab ! he has not a pretty little wi(b like 
yon. He*s a widower. 



Digitized by 



Google 



LA TIMBALE D'ARGENT. 



EtPmtb?... 



U est Tieaz ! 



OABEN. 



WILHSSS. 



▲OATH, 



Oni, mats tout ceU ne fait pas lea affaires dn oftnton, 
et si nouB n'^tadions pas mieaz notre tyrolienne !. . . 

AMIOB. 

Paroles de Baab, muaiqne de Prath . . . 

POI.A. 

KoQS serons encore vaincns an oonconrs. 

AOATH. 

Et le conconrs a lien dans denx henres. . . 

OABEN. 

Bah ! Toi)& trois ans qne nons sommes battns par la 
cerole de Feldkirch. . . 

WCTiHIOff. 

Ah ! le fait est qne ces coqnins-lk. . . Je ne eais pas 
oil ils Yont p^cher lenrs voix. . . Mais ils chantent ! . . . 
c'est pnr. . . c'est clair. . . c*est net. . . 

Tandis qne nous. . . disons le, mes enfanta. . . nons 
chantons comme des serins. . . 



Ones... {OnriL) 



Silence !. . . )i vos cabiers !. . . yoil^ M. Pruth. . . 
{1 paratt f nrienx . . . 



Je crois bien . . . voil^ trois jonrs qne son neven 
Fichtel n'est pas rentrd . . . 

ANICII. 

Oe petit dr61e?... 

OABXM 

Parblen ! je sais bien oii il est, moi. . .'' 

TOUS. 

Oil 5a?... 

OABBN. 

An canton Toisin . . . h Feldkirch, oh U parait que 
lea femmes. . . 

POLA. 

Gbnt ! Silence ! M. Pmih ! {Checm stmdii itudUr.) 



AndPmth? 
He's Old I 



WlliBZiL 



Tes, bnt all this will not improve the affairs of the 
CJanton-and if we don't stndy better our Tyrolean 1— 

AITICH. 

Words by Eaab— music by Pruth. 

POLA. 

We'll be beaten at the competition. 

AOATH. 

And the competition will take place in two hours*. 

OABEN. 

Bah ! for three years we've been beaten 1>y the dis- 
trict of Feldkirch. 

WILHXIC 

Ah! the truth is that these rogues— I don't know 
where they And their voices. But they sing ! it's pure» 
clear, sharp. 

JEBOUB. 

While we— let us admit it my children— we sing ike* 
canaries. 



OABZir. 



Crows. (Laughfer.) 



Hush ! to your music books. Her6*8 Mons. PTut^ 
he seems furious. 

WILHEIC. 

I believe you, for three days his nephew has net 
appeared, 

AHICH. 

, Little rogue. 

OABXir. 

I know well where he is. 



Where? 



OABEN. 



In the neighboring Canton— at Feldkirch, where it 
seems the women — 

POLA. 

Hn«h ! silence I Monsieur Pruth l-^fEaeh one begita 
to study.) 
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SO^NE II. 

Les ifiMES, PBUTH. 

Pbitth, s^avan^rU dun air mHanchoUquc Au pubUo. 

£t le jnge Baab m'a dit : " Oil est ton neyeu Fioh- 
tel?..." J'ai r^pondn : "II ^tudie ea partia.." et le 
jage Baab a ajont^ : ** En es-ta bien siir ?** et j'ai rd- 
9>ondn : *• Parole d'honnenr..." ''Eh bien I a ponr- 
^Tuvi le jnge Baab, tsonme chef de chant du canton de 
•Orogaleaudesedlitz, ta es responsable du conoours... 
'Yoici trois ans cons^cstifs que nous sommes battiu 
f>ar les FeldMrchiens ; A cette ann^e oe n'est pas nons 
•qni gagnons la timbale, je te relive de tes fonctions de 
ge61ier. De plus, je te raye comme chef de chant** 
Et nons n'avions qn'une voix dans le canton : la voix 
'de Fichtel, mon neven, et voiVa trois jours qu'il n'est 
pas rentr^ L.. et dans deux heures nous aliens nous 
rendre k la place commune pour disputer le grand 
prix de la tyrolienne... et qu'est-ce que tous voulez 
que j*y faaae ?.., notre canton n*a pas de yoix 1 Est-ce 
paroe qu'il est plac^ entre deux montagnes?... j a-t-il 
un courant d*air?... je ne sais pas... Enfin, faisons 
notre devoir. (A tons.) Aliens, yoyons, k vos places... 
jr^p^tons !... rdp^tons, mes enfants... je vous en sup- 
plie L.. att^uons ensemble., je donne le 2d., la,,' 
i(Faus8e note, — Taut le monde rii. 11 recommence,) La,„ 
.{On riLJ M. Baab va yenir nous inspecter... r^p^- 



AoATH, poussant un crl 



.Ah I 



Ifais sapmti I Agath, qu'est-ce que c'est que cette 
^ote-lk?... 

▲OiLTH. 

Jfonsieur, c'est Fritz qui m'a pincde... 

PBUTH. 

Yoyons, mon ami, yous pincerez yotre femme plus 
lard.... ilyatemps pour tout (II se reiaurne.) Eh 
bien? et yous, qu'est-ce que yous faites Ik ?... yous. .. 
▼ous embrassez J^r6me?... 

POUu 

Eh bien?... c'est mon homme done ! 

PBUTH. 

Votre homme!... line manquerait plus que cesoit 
oelui d*nn autre I 

POLA. 

8i Von ne peut plus s'embrasser... alors... 

PBUTH. 

Ah 9a, que faites -yous done de yos soiree?... Com- 
ment voulez-yous qu'on concoure pour le prix de la 



SCENE IL 

TUB BAXI^ PBUTH. 

PBUTH, advancing wUh a mdancholy air. To the public 

And Judge Baab said to me : " Where is yonr nephew 
Fichtel?" I answered, '*He is studying his part! " and 
the judge added : *< Are you sure ?*' and I answered : 
<* On honor," " Well then," continued Judge Baab. 
''As leader of the chorus of the Canton of Grogaleau- 
desedlitz, you are responsible for the competition. 
For three consecutiye years we haye been beaten by 
ths Feldkerohians. If this year we fail to win the 
cup, I dismiss you firom your office of gaoler ; in 
addition, I scratch you out as leader of the chorus." 
And we had but one yoioe in the Canton; the yoice of 
Fichtel, my nephew, and for three days he has not 
shown up ! and in two hours we are going to the 
market place to striye for the grand prize of the 
Tyrolean— now what am I to do ? Our C^ton hasn't 
a yoice ! Is it because it is placed between two 
mountaiDs? Is there a draft? I don't know! How- 
eyer let us do our duty (to all). Come let ns sea. To 
your places. Let us rehearse ! Let us rehearse, my 
children— I pray you— let us attack together— I giye 
the la — 2a. (False note, everybody laughs, he begins again) 
la. ( They laugh) M011& Baab is coming to inspect us. 
Let us rehearse. 



Ah! 



AOATB, crying out 



PBUTH. 

Hallo there, Agath, what's that ? 

AOATQ. 

Fritz pinched me, sir. 

PBUTH. 

See here, my friend, you can pinch your wife a 
little later on — ^there's a time for everything. (Be 
turns round,) Well I and you — what are you doin^ 
there? you embracing Jerome ? 

POLA. 

Well? he's my man, then— 

PBUTH. 

Tour man ! Pity it's not anothers. 

POLA. 

If we cannot embrace any more— then— 

PBUTH. 

Ah, no ! How do you occupy your eyenings then ? 
How do you think we can compete for the prize of the 
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tytolienne, qoand on 8*embraeee d'un o6t6 et qu'on se 
{kinoe de Taatre. .. Est-ce que j'embrasse quelqa'nn ?. .. 
•(MSUmtMiikLe.) Est-ce que je pinoe qnelque chose ?... 



POLA. 

Tienfl ! parbleu ! je crois bien, yens n'ayez jamais pa 
4roayer nne lemme qui yeaille de yoos... 

PBUTH. 

II est inutile, madame, de d^couyrir les plaies de 
mon ooBur... Et puis, yonlez-yoos chanter? oti non, 
Tonlez-yons chanter ?... on je yais ohercher BC Baab !... 
•<Je ledonne le la... nne, deox, troiR, partes! (2o\dU 
tnonde »*en va. AprH une mestire, Prvih s*apei^oiU qa^Us 
:«!« 9CffdplM8 \L) Wa. bien ! qu'est-oe qne yons fidtes?^. 

AKCOH. 

Tons nous ayez dit : Fartez 1 

PBUTS. 

MaiB qnand je yons dis partes, eela yent dire laissez 
•^bhapper le son de yos gorges... Allons ! une, deux, 
trois... (1^ contfiMNoe Ja r^p^Um de to tyroUmne, qui 
^devimt une caoophonk.) 

SCiSNE III. 

Lis M&Kis, RAAB. 

Saab, d to eroisSe. 

Hein t qnoi ? qu'est-ce qn'il 7 a?. . . k la garde ! an 
€0a!... 



Monsienr Baab ! . . . 



•Qne se passe-i-il ? Monsieur Pmth ? . . . 

PBUTH. 

Honsieur le juge, c'est le concouis. 



Le ooncours ? 

PBUTH. 

Kons r^p^tons la tyroUenne. 



Vons appelez 9a une tyrolienne? mais c'est ujie 
•caoophonie qui n*a nom dans auoune langue hu- 
maine ! . . . . Mais yous youlez done que je m'arrache 
les oheyeux? youz le youlez?. . . {11 se prend la Utte 
^deuz mains.) 



TOUS. 



Son!... non!... 



Tyrolean, when you are embracing on the one side 
and pinching on the other. Am I embracing any one ? 
Do I pinch anything ? (mdanehibly ,} 



Ah ! ah I I belieye you. You neyer could And a 
woman who would haye anything to do with you. 



It is useless, madame, .to exhibit the wounds of my 
soul— and then, are you going to sing ? Yes or no ? 
Are you going to sing, or shall I go for lions. Baab ? 
I giye again the to—one— two— thr oe away— ("euery 
one goes away — cfier a bar, Prvth perceives thai they 
are gone. ) Well, what are you about ? 

AlflCH. 

You said to us: «Away!" 

PBUTH. 

But when I say to you atooy, that means allow the 
sound to escape from your throats. Go on— one- 
two— three— t'^ere the repetaUm of (he TyroUan begins^ 
it becomes a caoophony. ) 

SCENE IIL 

TKESAIO, BAAB. 

EAAB, at(he%oindim. 
Hallo, what's this? What's the matter? Fixe f Fivel 



Monsieur Baab ! 



What's the matter ? Monsieur Pruth ? 

PBUTH. 

It is the competition. Judge. 



The competition. 

. PBUTH. 

We are rehearsing the Tyrolean. 

BAAB. 

You call that a Tyrolean ! It's a cacophony, which* 
has no name in any human language ! You wish me, 
then, to tear my hair out? You wish it? {Betakes 
hold of his head with both Juinds.) 



No! no! 
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Si... d... tenez! en Toilk!... {H en j€tte deuos 
paigfUw^) YoiunaTxes votrebonjogel... lejageest 
navr^I... {Tout le monde pUure,) 



Monsieoz Baab; ne toqb faitefl pas de ohagrin... 
Vous le Toyez I Toilk tout le canton qui pleore. . . oe 
n'est pas noire fanto. . . allez. Nona faisons tont oe 
que nous poiiYons. . . 

BAAB, 

Ooi, je saia. . . Allons ! ne pleurez pas. • . j'y Tais . . . 
illJerrM aO'CroisSe, ) 

PBUTB. 

Yona le Toyez ! voilk que yotxs faitea de la peine k 
monsdenr Baab ! 



Tin n bon jnge I 



AQATH. 



POLA. 



Qni fait tant de bien... 

BAAB, entrant m sch%$. 

Mais, Tyroliens de malheor 1 toos d^honorez le 
Tyrol L.. II n'y a dono plna dans voire &me de fibre 
patriotiqne?... Je n'ignore pas que voire obe^ mon- 
sieur Pruih, est nn &ne, qu'il n'a plus de voiz, qu*il 
ne connaii pas une note de musique... Mais esi-ce que 
lee Tyroliens ont jamais su la musiquel... La tyro- 
lienne est un drapeau que vous ddsertez ! et pouriant» 
heureux babitants dn beau canton de Grogaleaudese- 
dlitz, voulez-vous savoir oe que j*ai &ii pour vous ? 



BAAB. 



TOtJB. 



Kon, non... 



Si, vous le saurez !... J'ai fait le sacrlfise de ma fa- 
milla.. 



Obi 



J'ai fait venir ma ni^oe de Feldlrircb, et je la donne 
an vainqueur de la timbale aveo six mllle florins de 
dot 



TOUS. 



Oh I.. 



PBUTH. 

Et Eiobtel qui n'eat pas Ik L.. 



Tee, yes ! See, see ! There*iB tome T (Bb <Rrotr9 
down two handsfull) You break your good judge*» 
heart } The judge*a heart is breaking ! (Jftwryene 

weeps,) 



AOATB. 



Monsieur Baab, don*t disireBS yourself. You see 
there's the whole Oanton weeping. It*s not our &ult» 
We do our best — 



Yes, I know. Cheer up I Do not weep. Fli oome 
down. {Be skuU his window. > 

PBUTH. 

You see, you grieve Monsieur BaaK. 

AOATZL 

Such a good Judge I 

POLA. 

Who does so much good. 

BAAB, coming on the stage) 

Ah! ill-starred Tyrolese! You disgrace Tyrol > 
There is no longer then in your souls a patriotic fibre ? 
I am well aware that your leader, Mons. Pruth, is a 
donkey— thai he no longer has a voice — ^that he doea 
not know a note of music. But did the Tyrolese ever 
understand music? The Tyrolean is a standard you 
desert— and nevertheless, happy inhabitants of the 
pleasant valley of Grogaleaudesedlitz, do you wish to 
know what I have done for you ? 



No ! No I 



BAAB. 



Yes, you shall know it 1 I have offered up my family 
as a sacrifice. 



Oh! 



I have brought my niece from Feldkiroh, and I give 
her to the winner of the cup, with six thousand 
florins as a marriage portion. 



OhI 

PBUTK. 

And Fiditel is not at band I 
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Voiis ne oonnaiiBeK pas ma ni^oe Mold* ? 
PBum* 



Ki moi non pltu... H poraft qti*elle est laide... mais 
qu'elle est laide L.. 

PBUTB. 

Elle est si laide que 9a? 



La derni^re tois qae je Tai rue, yoilk sept ana. ^ pas 
plus hante qne 9a, elle marohait baocroohe L.. avec 
une ^patUe de travezs ; rien que des yevx dans la 
figure... Enfln, nn monstre ! 

BUTE. 

Alois, 9a "va d^parer le oanton. 

BAAB. 

Oai !». mais elle avait une tr^jolie voix... Elle Ta 
venir...^ et Tons allez... 

Txnr-PiEBBB, cricmi de dehors. 
Monsieur Baab I monsieur Baab I 

TOUS. 

Cest Petit-Pierre I 
nmr-FiiBBB, entrarU tond esaau^ avee des paquds, 
Voici.. Dieu ! que j'ai couru \ Yoici yotre ni^oe... 



MoldaL.. 

PBTIT-XTEBBB. 

Juste ! G'est moi qui I'ai ramen^ de Feldkirch L,. 



Qu'elle Tienne ! qu*elle paraisse ! 

FETiT-piEBRB, d la cawtonodi. 
Par ici, mamzelle L.. par ioi... 

MOLDA, dans la coviisse* 
Mon parrain L.. 



Molda! 



Tou don't know my nieoe Molda? 

PBUTH* 

No! 



Neither do L It seems she is ugly— but so ugly I 



As ugly as that? 



The last time I saw her was seven years ago, not 
biggev than that, she walked bandy-legged, with a 
orookxKl shoulder ; nothing but eyes in the &oe. — In 
fact ! a monster ! 

PBUTH. 

Then she'll disfigure the Gonton. 

BAAB. 

Yes ! but she had a very nice Toice. Shell soon 
arrive, and then — 

PETIT TXEBO— (crying oulside)» 
Monsieur Baab ! Monsieur Baab 1 

AIXi. 

Ks Petit-Pierrel 

PBTiT piEBBB — (enteringt cut of breathy wUh som/^ 
parcels. 

Behold I Qods, how I have run ! Behold your 
niece. 

BAAB. 

Molda? 

PBTIT PIKBBB. 

Exactly ! It's I who brought her from Feldkireh. 



Let her come! Let her appear ! 

FBTTT nsBBM—(io the toings). 
This way, Mam'selle I This way ! 

MOLDA^f in the voings)^ 
My godfather. 



Molda! 
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SOENE IV. 

Leb MtMES, MOLDA. 

MOLDA, sejetard dans les bras de Raab. 
Hon cher onole L . 

SAAB, aprh ravoir embrasaSe, la regarde, 

Dieu I qu'elle est grandie ! depois sept ans ; c'est 
extraordinaire. On me i'a chang^e. 

MOLDA. 

Vous tronyei ! 



D^dtoent* Tair est joliment bon k Feldkiroh. 

FBUTH. 

Yoas disies que yoire ni^ce 6tait on monstre. . . 

IfOLDA. 

•Comment, pamin. . . 



Tn ne te rapppelles pas que ta dtais tout de tra- 
cers. .• 

MOLDA. 

Mais on dit que 9a s'est redreastf . . . 



•Je n'en sois pas fach^ 

MOLDA. 

£t ni moi non pins, mon oncle ! 



1a grand'mdre 7a Men. . . bon pied. . . bon osil ?. . . 

MOLDA. 

Ii*oeil est ezoellent 

SAAB. 

EUe n*a que oelni-lk. . . 

MOLDA. 

£t la main, done t. . . toujours en Tair. . . 

SAAB. 

Oh I j6 la oonnais Ik... As-tn dCl en recevoir, des 
claques, ponr nn rien. . . V*li. . . y'lan ! 

MOLDA. 

Oh ! Eh bien ! pamdn. . . j'ai fini par m*y habituer... 
«t je orois qne o*est nne des choses qne je regretterai 
enlaqnittant... 



SCENE IV. 

The same, MOLDA. 

MOLDA, (throwing herself inio the arma cf Raab*) 
My dear nnde ! 

SAAB, {after embracing ^ locks at her,) 

Ooodness ! how she has grown in seven years ! It 
is astonishing 1 She has been changed. 

MOLDA. 

Do you think 80? 



Decidedly, the air at Feldkiroh is ezoellent 

psrTH. 
You said your niece was a monster. 

MOLDA. 

How. Ood&ther. 

SAAB. 

Don't you remember you were all athwaort ? 

MOLDA. 

But, they say all that has straightened up. 

SAAB. 

Fm not sony for it 

MOLDA. 

^ Neither am I, uncle * 



Grandmother is well? Good foot, quick eye? 

MOLDA. 

The eye is excellent. 



That's all she>ha8 left 

MOLDA. 

And the hand! —ever ready to hit out 



Oh! I know it Haven't you received whackings 
for trifles? Spink, spank ! 



MOLDA. 



Ah I well! Godfather, I got used to it and I believe 
it's one of the things I shall regret in leaving her. 
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liaintenant, ne perdons pas ane minute... Afl-ta 
tonjonjB ta jolie yoix? 



Dam I paziain. 



I7e me dis pas que ta I'as perdue!... ]e m*arraehe 
les cbeveux. . . 

MOIiDA 

n y a des gens qui disent que je I'ai to^jours. . . 



dhante-nouB quelque oh(we. . . 

TOUS. 

Oui... oui... 

Tout de suite .. . sans prendre le temps de respi- 
ler. . . 



Id... on ne respire pas... D'abord I'air est mau- 
vais... Tu YOis bien que tout le Tillage est dans 
I'anxi^t^. . . Qu'est-oe que tu vas nous chanter ?. . . 

IfOLDA. 

Dam ! Je ne sais que le repertoire de grand'm^re. . . 



tu 



EUe qui ^ait marine k un ez-soldat de Biyoli. . 
dois en savoir de belles !. .. 



uouDA, sMeuse, 

liais, parrain, je crois et je suis fermement oon- 
▼ainoue que grand'mfere ne m*a appris que des cho- 
MS trts-honn^tes... Ellem'adit : Fille, tu yas aller 
aider tons oes imb^oilee-lk. {Rammr,) Oh ! pardon, 9a 
tn'a ^ehappd. . . CTest des mots d'amiti<$ de grand'm^re. 



yane fait rien. 



PBUTH. 

AUez done . 



MOIiDA. 

A gagner la timbale d'argent. . . je sais justement 
fine chanson qui en parle. . . Je vais yous la chanter... 
II J a un refrain . . . 

CHANSON. 



La timbale au sommet du m&t, 
Oomme un deliur d'argent rayonne ; 
Le beau Fritz, tent^ par I'app&t, 
Empoiffne H deux bras la colonne : 
De sable il poudre le sayon, 
Le Yoilk qm grimpe : il se hisse. . . 
AUons I courage ! mon gar^on. . . 
Orao I y*la qu*9a glisse 1 



RAAB. 



Now don't let us lose a minute, Haye you still 
your pretty yoioe ? 



MOLDA. 



Indeed ! godfather. 



Do not tell me you haye lost it ! or TU tear m> 
hair out. 

UOZiDA. 

Some people say, I still haye it 



Sing us something. 

AUk 

Yes, yes ! 

MOIiDA. 

Immediately, without taking breath. 

BAAB, 

We don't breathe here. Besides, the air is bad. 
You see all the yillage is anxious. What are yoa 
going to sing us ? 

MOLDA. 

Well ! I only know grandmother's songs. 



She, who was married to the old soldier of BiyoU. 
Well, you should know some pretty ones ! 



Godfather, I belieye and am firmly oonyinoed that 
my grandmother has only taught me what is light 
She said to me, '* you're going to help those imbe* 
ciles." — (murmurs). Oh ! pardon, that slipped ftom me. 
They are words of friendship with my grandmother. 

PBUTH. 

That's nothing— go on. 

MOLD A. 

To win the silyer cup? I know a song which 
speaks about it I will sing it for you. There's a 
chorus. 



The cup's atop of a lofty pole, 

Like sily'ry lightning flashes shining ; 
The bait tempts handsome Fritz's soul, 

His arm around the mast he's twining. 
With grayelled hands he rubs the soap, 

He grips and hoists, in fate confiding. 
Courage, my lad, haye heart and hope — 

Crac ! — See that downsliding. 
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ncore tin qui n^raurajpas, 
La timbale! (J$is.) 
Enoore xm qui nTaura pas, 
Encore nn ani gUsse <en baH I 

lieprise du refrain m ehmtf. 



Ponr nne fill', troia pr^tendants 
Vondraient atteindre la timbale. 
Us s'dlancent, les yenx ardents, 
On pouflse, on culbnte, on oabaJe. . . 
Us venlent grimper H la fois ; 
Le bnt n'68ti)as loin. Oh ! supplioe !. . . 
Hi vont ratteindre tons les trois. . . 

Crac ! y*la qu'9a glisse !. . . Ete. 



On dit que Tamonr, bien sonrent, 
A faire dee b^tis's nous entratne : 
Source de joie ... et de tourment, 
Peu de plaisir, beauoonp de i)eine. 
On arrive, on est plein d'espoir. . . 
On voudrait que lout r^ussisse, 
liC bonheur se laisse entrevoir . .. 
Crac ! v'la qu'9a glisse?. . . 



BraTo ! braTo I 



Dans mes bras . . . Grogaleause dlitzchiens, tous 
*avez entendue . . . outre la timbale qui est un bon- 
neur. . . voioi ma n 6ce qui est un ange. . . . vous 
croyez que c'est tout?. . . Eile a une dot. . . six mille 
florins dans son sac. . . 



Oblpairain... 



Elle a le sac. . . je vais vous montrer son aao. . . ap- 
poftez le sac. . . (On apporte U sao). Le Toioi. .. 

AUl. 

Voioi Molda, qu*elle est jolie, 
Voici sa dot : elle est en or. 
Ma sacoche est k faire enyie, 
Mais ma ni^oe est un yrai tr^sor. 

Je la quitte non sans tristesse, 
Ce doux espoir de ma vieiUesse ; 
Je regardais encore lundi 
Son petit bedon arrondi, 
Elle est en esp^cen sonnantes ; 
Le mari qui 1 dpousera, 
SAr s en fera 
Des rentes. 



Bile a des yenx, elle a des bras 

Comme on n*en Toit pas. 
Sans dire ioi de flatteries. 



CS^oru^.— One more who hes missed renown,. 

And the cup, too, 

And the cup, too. 
One more who has miAseJ renown ; 
One more who comes sliding down. 



Three lads, who love one pretty lass. 

To reach the silver dram are striving. 
With burning eyes, one stragling mass. 

They're crushing, pushittg, shouting driving 
They mount the mast, now, knee to knee ; 

They near the dram— what fate is guiding ? 
Theyll gain the summit— all tho three. 

Crac — ! See that downs' iding. 

Chorus. — Three more who have missed renown. 
Etc, etc 

They save that love entices so, 

We're dragged thro' folli- s without measure^ 
A fount of joy, it flows with woe : 

Adds days of pain to hours of pleasure. 
We start, our heartn are filled with hope ; 

We dream we're into heaven ghding ; 
But, as the starry portals ope — 

Crac — I See that downslidiug. 

Chorus,— OnA more who has missed renown,. 
Etc., etc. 



Bravo ! bravo ! 



Embrace me, Grogaleausidlitzers. You have heard 
her. Besides the cup, which is an honor, here's my 
niece who is an angel — you all believe that? She has 
a fortune— six thousand florins in my bag. 



Oh! Godfather I 

BAAB. 

She is rich ; I'll show you her fortune. Bring th« 
bag 1 (77*6 hag is brought in,) Here it is? 

OHOBUS. 

Here's Molda, such a pretty creature. 
And here's her fortune ail in gold ; 

My purse is an attractive feature, 
But she's a prize of worth untold. 

Trust me, my dear friends, it will brieve xc6 
When the hope of my age shall leave n.<i. 
Twas but last Monday that I gazed 

At what most other men had dazed. , 

It's jingling coins at Lot to scoff at. 
The spoase who shall fair Molda taka 
Is sure to make 
High profit 

Such rounded arms yon rarely see, ' 

Than hers, no bngbter e>es can be^.. 
In fact, without her beauty praisingi^ 
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On ferait doa economies 

En les pla9aEt 

A oinq pour cent. 
Toioi Molda, etc. 

£h bien. .. ma niece, sa voix. . . sa dot et son sao. .. 
son sac et sa dot. .. je donne le toat en manage k ce- 
ioi qui la sontiendra ot gagnera le prix da conooors. 

liOLDA. 

Ue nuorier. . . moi. . . Ah ! mais non. 

BAAB. 

Fourqnoi 9a ? 

MOLDA. 

D abord lis sont trop ]aids let. 



11b sont tons pareils. . . 

IfOLDA. 

Et pais. . . j'ai ane antre raison. 

BAAB. 

Tatata.. {A WUhem.) Yoyons toi, grand flan- 
drin. . . tn avais one jolie voix dans le temps. . . 



Mais je snis marid maintenant, monsieor le joge . . . 
j'ai sinq enfants. 



Ah ! oni j'oubliais. . . il a oinq enfiemts. .. Tons les 
p^res de famille sont marids dans ce canton. . . 

PBX7TH, ^lul-n^fM, 

GredindeFichtel... si j'essayais en son absence. 
{Q tend la main vers Baab en faiaani daquer sea doigis 
ainsi que font les icoliers pour dermmder d soriir,) 



Allez ! et ne soyez pas longtemps. . 

FBin^. 
Non... Youlez-yoos me permettre... 



Qnoi?... 

FBUTH. 

D'essayer... 

BAAB. 

Toi L.. ta n*a pas de yoix. 

PBUTH. 

On ne salt pas, V^motion... (II commence d chanter, 
Uaab Varrite par vn coup de pied. ) 



The maiden's wealth is so amazing, 
It coaid be lent 
At five per cent. 

Now, my nieoe, her voice, her fortano and her sack 
— her sack and her fortune— I give all to the man who 
helps her to win the prize at the competition. 

UOLDA. 

Marry me— me ! ikh, no ! 

BAAB. 

Why not? 

HOIiOA. 

First, they're too ugly here. 

BAAB. 

They're all alike. 

MOLDA. 

And, then— Fve another reason. 



Ta, fa, ta ! (To WtUiem, ) Let us see, great lout, long 
ago yon had a good voice. 

WIIiHEH. 

Fm married now, Jadge ; I've five children. 



Ah ! yes, I was forgetting, he has five children. All 
the fikthers of families, in this Canton, are married. 

PBUTH, {to himself. ) 

Fichtel, little wretch ! What if I tried in his absence. 
{He airdches hla hand towards Raab^ snaiping his 
fingers as scholara do who ask permission to go ouL ) 

BAAB. 

You may go, but don't stay long. 

PBUTH, 

No— will yon permit me— 

, BAAB. 

What? 



PBUTH. 



To try. 



BAAB. 

You ! Yoa've got no voice. 

PBUTH. 

Who knows? -emotion.— ^i/e begins to sing. lUuA 
stops him tcith akick. ) 
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MOLD A. 

Ah! bien, mon parrain... je ne Toadraia pas de 
«ehii-Ui, par exemple. 

BAA& 

Silence! Ici on ob^it. .. va te d^arrasser de tes 
effete. . . 

MOLDA* 

Ah bien ! si j^aTais sn que c'etait ponr cela. . . 



MOLDA. 

Ah ! indeed, godfather, I would not look at that 

fellow. 



Silence ! Here, we expect obedience. Go pat jcfUT 
things by. 



Anez I. . . 



Ah bien ! par exemple. . . (EUe entre chez Raab d la 
suUe de Petii-Pierre qui porU ses effets. J 

FOLA, qui regairde aufond. 
Toioi FiohteL 



TOUS. 



Fichtel I 



SOilNE V. 
Lbs Membs, FIOHTEL. 



IHens, an £Edt, je TavaiB onblid oelui-Di. . . nous n'd- 
tions pas an complet. . . 

PBUTH. 

DrAle ! polisson ! d'oii Tiens-tn ? 

FICHTBL. 

Mon onde. . . (Use cache la figure avec 9(m coude) 



Ghnt! silence! Taisez-vons, Pmth... oelni-ci, par 
exemple, il a nne jolie Toix . . . 



Mais Toila trois jonrs qn'il n'est pas rentr^, mon- 
sienr le jage. 



Trois jours ! oti diiez-TOus monsieur? 

FIGBTEX* 

Monsieur le juge, j'^tais )t Feldldroh. 



Dans le canton de nos ennemis.... qu'yfaisiez-yous? 

FZCUTKLi 

J'^tais chez Totre confi^ monsieur Raab. 



MOIiDA. 

If I'd known 'twas for this. 



Enough ! 



Well, indeed! (She goes into Raah's house cfier 
PeUt Pierre^ who carries her bundle, 

poi^— ftoAo lodes vp the stage J* 
Here's Fichtel ! 



Fichtel 1 



AUU 

SCENE V. 
Thb Samb— Fichtbl. 



Hold I I had forgotten this fellow. We were not 
quite complete. 

FBUTB. 

Bogue ! Tillain I From where do you come ? 

IBICHTEIi. 

Uncle I (Ee covers his face with his dbow,) 



Hush I silence ! Hold your tongue, Fruth. This 
one, at least, has a pretty Toice. 

FBXJTH. 

But, Judge, he has been away these three days. 



Throe days ! Where were you, sir ? 

FICHTEL. 

I was at Feldkirch, Judge. 



In our enemies* territory! What were you doing there 

nCHTBIii 

I was staying at the house of your fellow Judges 
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Chez Barnabd ! lo jnge de Feldldch, xm jnge qui se 
juge assez mal pooz ^poiiser )i soixante mis xme femine 
deTingi. 



X70HTEL. 



Jugtement. 



£t que ftieiez-YOTis ohez Baisab^ ?» . • 

JICUTJSJL 

Je y»ia Tons dire. . . M. Bamab^ est trte-oeonp^ dn 
eonootus qui va avoir lieu tout lb llieure- . . il s'absente 
nuit et jour pour recruter des Toix* 



/^<iTi de nous humilier. . . Continuez. 



FICUTKL. 



Alors sa femme est toute seule, elle a penr. . . elle 
m'a dit : Si vous yonliez me tenir oompagnie... 
Alors elle m'a donn^ une lettre pour tous. . . Afin que 
Tous ne me grondiez pas . . . 



Une lettre de madame Bamab€ !. . • 

nCHTBIi* 

Oui. . . monsieur Bsab. . . 

BAAB, UsanL 

"Je soussign^ reoonnais que le petit Fiohtel est 
rest^ trois jours k la maison et qu'U s'yest trto-bien 
conduit. . . " 

T0T7& 

Ab!... 



Assez !et puis 9a ne nous regardo pas. . . etnous 
n'avons pas le temps de nous occuper de 9a. . . {d 
IHefdd,) Yeux-tu gagner six mille florins. . . 

VIOHTXZji 

Je ne demande pas mieux. . . 

RAAB. 

Eh bien, gagne la timbale. . . allons, ohante. . . 

nOBTBEb 

YousTOulez... 

PBT7TH. 

Ghante... etfiragneladot... on je to flanque ma 
soal^dietion. {FuJdel chanie sourdemenU) 



Dear old Bamab^! the Judge of FeldldrelL A judge 
who judges badly enough to marry at sixty a woman 
of twenty. 



nOBTXLi 



Exactly. 



What were you doing in Bamabe's house ? 
ncuTJciii 

m tell you. Monsieur Bamabtf is Tery much en- 
gaged with the competition, which is to take place 
immediately. He stays away night snd day, hunting 
ap singers. 



In order to humiliate us.— Continue. 



Then his wife is all alone. She is afiaid. She 
asked me if I would not keep her company. Then 
she gave me a letter for you, so that you would not 
scold me. 



A letter from Madame Barnab^ t 

FIOHTEL. 

Yes, Moiurieur Baab. 

SAAB — (reading). 

"I, the undersigned, declare that little Fichtel re- 
mained three days in my house, and conducted' 
himself admirably." 

at.t\ 

Ah! 



Enough ! and, then, it's none of our business, and 
we have no time to give to this afGaur. {To MehM^ 
Would you like to earn six thousand florins? 

FICHTSL. 

* I should like it yery much. 



Well, then, win the cup. Let us f 

nCHTEZ* 

You want me to? 

PBUTH. 



Sing, and win the fortune, or I give yon my curse. 
{Mchiti sings low,) 
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Haintenauttapeazeoiier taToiz... «nfle... (i'tcV 
lel JaU fm ^ort tn vaiiu) Abscz ! Assez I. . . Maia c'est 
done on' pari... Ah ! AllezToiuhabiller... d^ployez vos 
bannidres. .. lendez-YOtis aa ooncoan... allez yoiis 
faire battre oette ann^e, oomme voos I'aTez ^td Tan- 
nde demi^re . . . comme tous le serez josqali la ocn- 
«ommation des alleles. . . yoos n'^tes plus des Tyro- 
liens, TOiS ^tes des ddg^n^^sIEt quand vosfils, 
comme c'est Tosage, iront faire lenr tonr dans les 
grandes Yilles, ils reviendront les mains Tides et Ton 
dixa : 9a. .« des Tyxolicns. . . allons done 1 Ge sont 
des Savoyards, des soienrs de long... des porteuxB 
d'ean ! Yons Stes tons des gniaffes! ... Oh ! . . (R a*ar- 
rache les cheveux.) Oh ! la-i-toa de mes p^res !. . . Finis 
Tyroliae. . . (11 erUre uninstant (kma samaison-^Toui It 
monde 8crt excqft^ Pruth, — On en^hve k tableau de mu- 
sique,) 

SCENE VI. 

PEUTH, RAAB. 

fBUTH, ramasMni les eheveux de Baeib. 

•Teles r^colte... je m'en &is faire nne permqae 
nenve. . . o'esttonjonrsceladegagnd. . . {Baab reuienL) 
Allons lemettez Yons, monsieur Eaab !. . . 

BAAB. 

Que je me remette. . . Mais tu ne sals done pas que 
j'dtudie cette obliteration de la voix sous toutes ses 
faces ... jo passe les nmts )t me le demander I.. qu*est- 
ce qu'il y a ? D'oii Yient quele canton perd ses moyens 
Yooauz... j'ai compulse les philosophes... les Eru- 
dite. . . les ouYriers de la pens^e. . . 

PBUUH. 

Les traYailleurs de la mer ! . . . 

BAAB. 

La Yoi^ est un son animal qui a pour cause mat(^- 
rielle Tair que nou^ aspirons. . . pour cause effioiente, 
la glotte. . . sais-tu ce que o est que la glotte?. .. 



Hum I 



La glotte est compos^e )i rarri^re de deux cartila- 
ges arytdnoi'des. ... Ces cartilages sont soumis au con- 
tact de Tair dont nous enflons ou d^senflons nos pou- 
mons absolnment comme un soufflet de forge. Oe qui 
produit la Yoiz. (.PruLh se graUe.) Ne te gratte pas. . . 
tum'ascompris... 



Maintenant nos habitants n*ont peut-^tre pas de 
glotte ?... 



Now you can zaise your Yoice. Sing ooi {FUJU0I 
strives vainly,) Enough I enough! It's a wager. 
Ah ! Go deck yourselYCS out Unfurl your banners. 
Gk> to the competition — ^go. Cret yourselves beatea 
this year, as you were last—as you will be to the end 
of the world. You're no longer Tyrolese. You're a 
degenerate race ; and when }our children, according 
to custom, go to make their tour in the large towns, 
they'll come back empty-handed, and people will say: 
«* These Tyrolese? bah! They're Savoyards; rail 
splitters ; water carriers. You're all cobblers. Oh ! 
(tearing oui his hair) ]a4-tou of my anoestoni I Finis 
Tyrolim, (He goes into his house for an instanL Every 
one, excq>t Pruth, goes off. The music stand is taken 
out; 



SCENE VI. 
PBUTH— BAAB. 

ifKJTK—(gaiherv\g up Baab*s hairs), 

I harvest them. Ill have a new wig made oat of 
them ; 'twill be so much gained. (Raab returns) 
Gome, come, Monsieur Kaab ! cheer up. 



Cheer up. You do not know then that I am study- 
ing this obliteration of the voice, under every aspect. 
I pass the night asking myself "what's the matter?" 
How it happens that the Canton is losing its vocal 
power. I have consulted the philosopheza — ^the 
learned— the workman of the brain. 

PBUTH. 

The laborers of the sea ! 

BAAB. 

The voice is an animal sound, which has for material 
cause the air we breathe, and for producing cause the 
glottis. Do you know what the glottis is ? 



. Hum. 



The glottis is formed behind two cartilages arytho- 
noides. These cartilages are acted upon by the air 
with which we inflate or contract our IClngs, just like 
a forge bellows. This produces the voice, (Pruth 
scratches his head.) Don't scratch yourself, you've 
understood me. 

PBX7TH. 

Perhaps our villagers haven't got any glottis? 



Digitized by 



Google 



LA TIMBALE D'ARGENT. 



17 



^a o'ert Tine ftneiie de pins k ajonter k ton aToir. 
IPoisqne nous naissons tons, riches et pauvres... grands 
«tpetUs. avecune glotte... et tons, entends4a bien, 
tons, nous avons la mSme voix, fiedble et aign^ chez 
les enfonts comme chez les animaox en has &ge. 

PBUTH. 

Ah I ^ je Fai remarqad. 



La r^gjle est gda<Srale... les veaaz seals j font ex- 
ception..« 



Ehbienl Toilk... les habitants d^ici en font peat- 
^tre paitie. 



n y a autre chose... paroe que, Tois-to, nn philo. 
«ophe I'a dit : la voix o*e8t rhomme I.. Dis-moi qni tn 
chantes... je te dirai qtd ta es... 

PBUTH. 

Tenez, voolez-Yons que je roua dise ponrqaoi?. . . 
moi. .. 



BJLAB. 



Dis. «. 



'Eh bien I., je erois que tont bonnement, (II parie 
bas d CoreUle»d$ Baab. ) 



Oh ! que tu es bSte... 



'Eh bien L.. oni, je erois tout bonnement qne les ha- 
bitants de oe canton sont trop amourenx de leurs 
itmrnes... 



Comme si ga y faisait qnelqne chose. . . 



Si ga 7 fait qnelqae chose! . . . Tenez ! moi qui toos 
parle. . . j'ai chantd comme on rossignol, j'aTais des 
{lerles dans la glotte. .. 



Les hnitres aossi ont des perles. . . 

PBUTH* 

Senlement j'ayais nne nature ardente... j dtaisnn 
Tyiolien fongaenx. . . j'aYais on r^ ditee comme on 
a*en a^ait jamais ya . . . 



' That's an additional stupidity to be added to your 
account : for we are all, rich and poor, big and little, 
lK>rn with a glottis ; and all, do you understand, have 
the same voice, when children, feeble and sharp, like 
young animals. 

PBX7TH. 

Ah, Yes I I have remarked that 



The rule is general ; calves are the only exception. 



Ah, Indeed ! Perhaps the inhabitants of this Oftii* 
ton belong to this exception. 



There's another thing : because, you see, a philoso- 
pher has said, *' as is the voice, so is the man. Tell 
me what you smg, and TU tell you what you are. 

PAUTH. 

Stop. Would yon like me to tell you why ? 



Tell me. 



PSUTO. 



Well, I believe— in &ot— (^ speaks law in the i 
Raab). 



Ah ! How stupid you are. 



Well, yes: I believe that the inhabitants of this 
G^ton are too fond of their wives. 

BAAB. 

Just as if that made any diiference. 

PBUTH. 

If thai makes any difference ! look at me^I, who 
speak tongues: I sang like a nightingale. X had 
pearls in the glottis. 



Oysters have pearls. 



Only I had an ardent nature— I was an impetuous 
Tyrolese. I had a G (' C sharp) such as had never 1 
seen. 
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Assez ! nd discntons pas. . . il y ft qnelqne ohose. . . 
Mt'Oe dans I'air ? mais k trois lienes de nous o'est le 
mteie air. . . el ils ont tons de la voiz I H y a tine nd- 
Bon. . . tin seoret. . . on myst^re ! Oh ! ma oonronne 
ponrlesavoir... Toat cela n'emp^be pas que nons 
ftUons ^tre battus. . . bafon^s. . . et qu'on va se ficher 
denous... 

PBTJTH. 

Kais Totre ni^ce est Ik . . . 



Ellenepent pas chanter seule il fant qnelqn'im 
poor la sotttenir. . . mais toqs savez oe que je tous ai 
dit. . . Totre place de geolier. . . votre emploi de chef 
de chant» pstt. . . tous redeviendrez ce que Tons dtiez... 
eoUenr d'affiches. . . vons prom^nerez tristement yotre 
pot k colle dans la montagoe. . . {21 renin ehe» 2ui.) 

SCENE VIL 

PBTJTH, senl,pnisMULLEB 

PBUTU* 

Ah!M. Baab, tont... mais pas ooUenr!... OhI 
petit gredin de Fiohtel ! moi qni comptais snr Ini ! il 
ftnzait ^pons^ Molda . . . il anrait en six mills florins . . . 
ilm*anrait oonservd mes places... 11 fant qnejele 
tronve et qne je Ini administre nne bonne danse. {H se 
reUmme et se trouve en face de MuUer,) Tiens, qn'est-ce 
qne o*est qne 9a? qn'est-oe qne totis Tonlez, Tons ?. . . 

XULLiBB. 

Men bon monsienr, nn petit son, s*il Tons platt? 

PBUTU. 

Un petit son ... on ne mendie pas dans le Tyrol. . . 
on garde 9a ponr lee pnissanoes ^trang^res... gnenx 
de Fichtel Ta. . . {llaofijvrieux.) 

SCENE VIIL 

MULLEB, seuL 

n est bon, Ini, qnand on n'a pas dln^ depnis hier. . . 
e est qne je ne snis pas encore k Feldkirh. . . non, mais 
je snis dans mon Tyrol . . . c'est bon le pays. . . oh ! mais 
non !. . . aTec 9a, qne je ne sais pas ce qne j*ai fait de 
mon bissac. . . il y avait encore des pommes et des 
noix dedans. . '. AUons Mailer, mon ami. . Allons y... 
ils ne sont pent-^tre pas tons anssi dars qne ce vienx 
l^bas. . . On ne mendie pas. . . je ne demande pas 
mienx. . . donnez-moi sealement des rentes et Tons 
Terrez si je mendie. . . Urns semble qn'il me mon<e 
an nez nn parfnm snccnlent. . . 9a Tient de Ik. . . c*est 
comme qni dirait des pommes de terre an lard. . . Des 
gens qni dtnent I Toilk mon affidre I {11 a pris sa mamr 
dolvMd^haviAms'accompaqnard devoM la maiscnde 
Baab.) 



Enongh I Let ns not discuss—there is a : 
Is it in the air ? Bnt at three leagues from ns the air 
is the same, and yet they all haTe good Tofces ! There's 
some reason— a seoret— a mystery I Fd giTe my head 
to know it Bnt all this i^ill not i>reTent ns from. 
being beaten, abnsed, mocked at 



FBUTH. 

Bnt yonr niece is here. 

BAAB. 

She cannot sing alone ; some one mnst snstain her* 
But remember what I told yon — ^yonr place as gaoler 
and your post as chorus leader lost, yon'l go back to> 
your old trade— bill poster, Sorrowfully yon'U 
wander about the mountains with yonr paste pot 
{He goes in,^ 

SCENE VII. 

FBUTH, AiiOiSB— THEN MULLEB. 

FBUTB. 

Ah, M. Baab, anything, bnt not biU poster ! Oh» 
scoundrelly Fichtel ! On him I counted He should 
hsTS married Molda. He could haTe bad six thousand 
florina He would haTe secured my position. I must 
find him and giTO him a good thrashing. {Be twms 
round and finds himself face to face wU)* MiUer.} 
Hallo ! who haTe we here ? What do yon wau t, yon ? 

MUIjIjEB. 

€k>od sir, a little son, if you please^ 

PBUTU. 

A son ? Ton mnst not beg in TyroL Practloe that 
on foreign powers. That beggar Fichtel * Get ont — 
( Goes out furious, ) 

SCENE VIII. 
vuLLEB— (oZone)* 

He*s generous— he is— when one hasn't dined since 
yesterday. Tm not yet at Feldkirch. No ; bnt am in 
my own TyroL Ifs a good country. Oh ! bnt no and 
then I don't know what I've d >ne with my little wallet 
Thf re were still some apples aud nuts m it Cheer up 
Muller, my friend, cheer up ; perhaps they*re not so 
hard-hearted in that old rookery. A fellow must not 
beg. Well, I'm content— giTe me a fortune, and see 
if 111 beg. I think I smell a succulent perfume- like 
potatoes and bacon. It comes from there. People 
dining ! That's my chance 1 {He has taken up his 
mandoHn, and sings, accompanying himself, brfors 
Baab's house.) 
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Pendant que siur la nappe blanche, 
VoQs buTez, le oonde appayd, 
A Totre senil, bienennnyd, 
X7n panyre diable ae d^nanohe ; 
II a Dien soif. il a bien fedm, 
Ponrtant il no demande gn^ : 
Un pea de Tin dans on grand vexre 
Pen de benrre et beaaoonp de pain. . . 

Ah IbraveBgens. .. 
^ Tons saviez oonune k ^ingt ans 
II est manyais d'eniendre rire, 

£i de se dire : 
Us sont henreux, moi je snis gnenx ! 

SCfeNE IX, 

MTJLLEB, BAAB, PBUTH. 

BAiB, entrant a pas de Unip, d Prulh, qui aoH de Vaubre 

Silence ! qtd est-ce qai chante comme 9a ? 

PBtTTH. 

Je ne sais, je crois qae c'eet Fichtel . . . 

BAAB. 

Aliens done ! o'est cet Stranger, {Ha renkretU d gau- 
the.) 

ifXTiiLEB, d lui'tnime 

Rien. . . les rideanx ferm^. . . oe sont pent*6tTe de 
jennes maries. 

Pendant c^n'k la fenfire close, 
VonM sonn^ k vos amours, 
Le panvre oiaole attend toigonrs 
Qne Ton Ini jette qnelque chose. 
Entre deux (ibats, s'il voos plait^ 
Laissez tomber de la fen^tre 
X7n petit son . . . I'amonr peut-^tre 
£n doQz baisers voas le rendrait 
Ah 1 braves gens, etc. 

{A lafin du couptd, Pnith et Raab aorient da cabaret d 
k pren*ifnt enaeunpar un bras. — Mailer se dibaL 



Jeletiens... 

VUIXXB 

Qooi ? qn'est-ce que c'est ?. . . lAohez-moi ?. 

B4AB. 

D'o^ veuez-vous ? D'oii sortez-Toos?. . . 

MVUJOL 

Ah I )ftchez-moi. . . ou je tape d'abord. 



B tape. . . il est oharmant 

MCUJCB, 



Whilst bending o'er your snowy table 
At elbow ease, you chink and drink, 
A poor wretch feels his senses siuk, 
Who past your door to crawl's unable, 
From thirst and hunger all but dead ; 
Yet, craves he little of your treasure. 
Some wiue drops in a larKC wine measure — 
litUe butter, bat lots of bread. 
Ah, good folks, list : 
If, how it feels you only wist 
To say, while hearing laughter plenty, 
" I'm only twenty, 
Yet, they are happy and I'm in rags." 

SCENE IX. 

MULLEB-BAAB— PBUTH. 

RkAB^ientering sieaHhUy, to Pruih, who is going off on 
tke opposite side). 

Silenoel Who is singing like that? 

PltUTH. 

I don't know : I beUeve it's FichteL 



Get along. It's this stranger. (Iheypasstoihel^, 



{to himself), 

Kothing. The blinds remain dosed. Perhaps, they 
are newly married people. 

Whilst charmed behind your latticed casement. 
Upon your loves vou sweetly smile, 
Tae poor wretch hungers all the while : 

Throw nim some bread in his abasement 

Between two slats, I pray let fall 
A penny — sure that no one misses. 
Your love may pay you back in kisses. 

Since I may ne'er repay at alL 
Ah, good folks, list : 
Etc., etc. 



I haTe him. 

UXJUjXB. 

What? Whafs this? Let me go. 

SAAB. 

Where do you belong? Where do you come from ? 

HUUJBB. 

Oh ! Let me go, or ni strike you. 



He strikes. He is charming. 

ICULUKB. 



Eh blen, depu.s mon d*'part, on est joliment ohang^ I Well, since my departure, people have consideiably 
an Tyiol ... | changed in l^oL 
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Vo«s dtes tyrolieu ? 

MULLEK. 

Du oanton de Feldkirch . . . 

De Feldkirch . . . qa est-ce que yous demandez ? 

MULLEB. 

Moi ! YOUS le Yoyez bien ... Je demande an petit 
mprceaa de pain ... 

PBUTH. 

C'est un meudiant 



Un morceaa de pain. . . Hola, The'r^se ! (// lui parte 
bos.) Ilest anons. .. 



LA TIMBALE D'ARGENT. 

Yoa'reaTyroleee? 



Comment ? 



Taisez-Toos. . . Oomment t'appelles-tn 

mjIiLBB. 

Mailer '. . . Mailer tout court. . . 



£h bien, mon petit Mailer tout coart ! quel ftge as- 
tu?... 



Vingt ans.. 



Vingt ans. . . (H temhrasse,) 

MX7Iil4BB. 

Mais . . . 

BiAB. 

Mais o'est oomme 9a. . . Th4rhae apporie un plateau 
aenti qa*eUe pose tmr la (able J As-tu faim ? . . . 

MDIJiEB, 

Dam!... 



B^ponda. . tu as &im. Je lis dans tes yeuz que tu 
meurs de faim. . . Tourne an pea les yeuxde co cdt^... 



KUiiLEB, apercevant le couveri. 
Ah! 

BAAB, 

Qu'est-ce que ta dis de 9a ? 



MXTLLSB. 

From the Canton of Feldkirch. 

BA.AB 

Of Feldkirch ? What do 3 on want? 

MULI^B. 

Ton see, well enough. I want a bit of bread. 



PBUTH. 



He's a beggar. 



A bit of bread. Hallo, there, Theresa ! {Hb speakg 
low to her.) He is ours. 



What? 



Hold your tongue What's yoar name ? 

MUIXEB. 

Mailer— plain Mailer. 



Well, little, plain Mailer, what age are you? 

MUIXBB. 

Twenty years. 

BIAB. 

Twenty years ! {Embraces him. ) 

MUIXEB. 

But— 

BAAB. 

But it's BO ! {J'heresa brings in a tray, laid out, vMok 
she places on the table. ) Are you hungry f 

MULLEB. 

WeU— 



j^j^wer— you are hungry. I read in your eyes that 
you are dying with hunger. Turn your e>es a little 
this way. 

MULLBB— (perceiirlnsr the tray). 
Ahl— 

What do you say to that? 
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tfaie je dis. . . je ne sals pas ce qne je dis. 



MtOldr. . . Mrieds-toi Ik. . . 

KUXiZJEB. 

Qneje... Voos Tonle^. . . {II 8€ met d tabk.) 



Je VetD. prie... 



PBVTU. 



Quoi! ma^tfcreBaab.. 



Ah! Hehez-moi la paiz, toqb... (A MuXi/&r qui 
Hvore) Est-ce bon?. . . 



XULLBB. 



D^Sicieixz. 



Ta ^tonfTea Attends. . . attends. . . TienSy ta Tois 
«ette bonieiUe. . elle a Juste ton Age. . . Bois, e'est moi 
qui Terse... 

TJRIO ET CHANSONa 



Asseyez-Tons. 

HJtUTlL 

Aseeyez^Toos. 



A cette table, 
Insudlez^Yous. 

PBUTB. 

Installez-YoaB. 

BAAB. 

GommodemonU 

MUIiUSB. 

Vousetes (bis,) 
Traiment charitable. 



Tons^tes 



PRUTH. 

Yous^tes 

B/JSJk 

Ha foi, si eharainni. 



i mr.T.im - 

Well, I say-— I don*t know what to say. 



Mailer, sit down. 



What ! 1 1 Ton want me. (He sits down, at the idble.j 



Do me the favor. 



PBT7TB. 



What, master Baab ! 



Ah \ Get ont, yon. ( To MttHer, loAo eais ravenously) 
Is it good ? 



Delidons. 



Ton dhoke— wait^ wait Here, see this bottle : it is 
jnst yonr age. Drink, while 1 0M np. 



TBIO AlH) SPNO& 



Sit yon down. 

PBUTHi 

Sit yon down. 



At this table 
Take a chair. 

PBUTH. 

Take a chair. 



And take yonr ease. 

HULLRB. 

Sir, you are {his) 
Truly charitable. 



Oh, you are — 

PBUTH. 

Oh you J 



A youth to pl( 
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Youb ikYez ndson, et xnaintenant qae j'ai repris des 
Ibroes. . . Eh bien I merci, monsieur. Oh 1 je yoqb 
lemercie bien. {B va pour pariir,) On m'attend k 
Feldkiroh... 



Mais id anssit on t*attond. . . Dis-moi, m-ta mari^ ? 

HUIilJBK. 

FUltril? 



B^ponds. . . Es-ta marid? 

MULLBB. 

Mais non... 



Non. . . il n'est pss mari^. . . {Apptianl) Ma ni^oe L . 
Ah 1 tu n*es pas mari^ . . . Ah ! il n'est pas marid I. . . 
Dichmoi. . . as-tu de la repugnance poor le mariage?. . 

IfUIiLSB* 

Non . . . bien an oontraire, pnisqne je retonme an 
payBponr9a... 



9a y% tcmt senl I. . . {AppdanL) Ma niioe ! 

MULLEB. 

II y a Ik-bas tine jenne fillo k qni j'ai promis de 
XBYenir A . Je snis nta qa'elle m'attend. . . 



ElleVattend... 

XULLEB. 

Et je Tons salne bien, monsieor. . . (JR 8*^iffne,) 

iLAAB, UrammanL 

Mnller, petit malheoreoxt si je te disals: l^ens! 
Toilk ma ni6oe. . . EUe est jolie oomme nn ange. . . 
doaoe oomme mx monton... je te la donna ponr 
^ponse? 



Nenni... 



Atoo six miUe florins de dot? 

mJZXEB. 

EUe en anrait dix mille que je reftiserais. . . EUe est 
Ik-bas qni m'attend avec sa vieiUe grand'm^re. Mais 
e'eet ^gal, je conserverai to^jours ... Oh ! mais Ik ton- 



UULLBB. 

Yon are right, and now that I hare lefireshed m j- 
selfl IVell, Ihanks, Monsieur — Ah ! I thank yo« very^ 
much. (Ht prepcarea to ^ cmo^) They expect me 
at Feldldrch. 



But here also yon*Te waited for. TeU me^ tie yo>i» 
married? 



I beg your pardon ? 



Answer— are you married ? 

HULLBB. 

No, indeed ! 

BAAB. 

No— He's not married. (CaBing) Niece I Ah ! you're 
not married. Ah ! he's not married. TeU me, have 
you any objection to marriage ? 

IfUiXEB. 

No, just the contrary, since I oome back to myr 
country for thai 



That's all right {OaVing) Niece f 

XULZ.EB. 

There's down there a young girl to whom I prum* 
ised to oome back. I am sure bhe is waiting for me. 



She's waiting for yon ?— 

So, good bye, Monsieur. (Moms awcuy.) 

BAiB, Irmging hSmhatk, 

MnUer, Utile rascal ! stop. If I were to say to yon,, 
there's my niece— she is pretty as an angel* gentle as- 
a lamb— I give her to yon for your wife — 



mJLIiBB. 



No ! No ! 



T^th six thousand florins as a marriage portion. 

MUZJjXB. 

Had she ten thousand, Td refuse her. She who is 
waiting for me is down there, with her old grand- 
mother. But, for aU that, I shaU erer preserre— ohg 
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joars, le sonTonir de yotre d^jenner. . . Fant pas m'en 
'vonloir parce que, voyeK-voas, ma x>etit6 Molda. . . 



Hdnl... 

MTTIXSB. 

(Test promis . . . je Fai jnre . . . o'est sacr^. . • 

haab. 
Molda ! qui habitait Feldkircb aveo aa graad'mire?.. 



Oni... 

BAAB. 

8ui la place du march^. . . an Oros Pot ?... {11 court 
€h€rcher Molda. (A Mukr qui siloignait) K6 \^ h^a, 
ftia on demi-toor sur toi-m^me. 

muiBB, se retoume et aper^oU Molda. 
Molda!... 

MOL.DA. 

Mailer !. . . {UsejeUeni dans les bras tun de Vautre,) 
SGilNE X. 
Lbs Membb, MOLDA. 
BAAB, Us siparanL 
Assez d*uiftifiion comxne 9a. . . 

MTTLUB. 

Oh I mon bon. . • mon cher. . . mon ami mon bien- 
iaiteiur 1. . . Comment ycD9 appelez-Tons ?. . . 



Basb f Jean Baab, jnge da Cercle de Qrogaleaade* 
aedhts. . . 



forerer 1— the remembranoe of yoor breakfast Ton 
mast not be angry with me, for, do yoa see, my little 
Molda. 



Kh blmi ? mon cher M. Baab, Toalez-voas qae je 
Toos embrasse k mon toor. . . (MuUer et Molda se iet- 
teTit dans les bras de Raab et ioui en le tenant emibrassi 
s'em'jrassnU tous deux,) 

BAAB, se dibarrassaid, 

Mais c*e6t pas moi qaUls embrassent. . . Toyons, 
noas n'avons pas de temps k perdre... oil est ta 
malie. .. ton paqaet... tes habits da dimanche? 
(UttOcr baHsse les yeux sans ripondre, ) Tn n^as qae 9a?... 
Ta fas yenir chez mon taillear . . . (MuUer et Molda se 
pretmenl par la main et se sauvent par le fond.) Ah ! M. 
Pnith ? noa« tenons la timbale oe ooap-ci ... ( Groyani 
iM^owrs Muikr d 06U dehui.) Qavai k toi.. . h^Ut-bas! 
ki amooreoz ! (Ji sort en oouranlapris eux.) 



Ehl 

ICUIXKB* 

It's promised. I have sworn it It's sacred. 



Molda, who liyed in Feldkirohr with her old grand- 
mother ? 



Yes. 



In the Market Place, at the sign of the "Big Pot?' 
{He runs to seek Molda. To MidUr, uiko moves qff.y 
Hallo, there 1 go to the right->about face^ 



{turns and perceives Molda). 



Molda? 

MOLDA. 

Mailer I {The^ rush into each other* s arms.y 

SCENE y. 

Thb SAMKr-MOLDA. 
HAAB—iseparaiing Ihem)^ 
With that, weWe had enoagh infasion. 

UVUJLEU 

Oh, my good— my dear friend — ^my bene&otor, 
What is yuiir name ? 



Baab--Jpan Baab— Judge of the circle of Groga- 
leaadeseidlitz. 

MHUiBB. 

Then, my dear Monsieur Baab, will yon allow mete. 
embrace yoa, in my turn? {MuUer and Mofda throw 
thetnselves inio the arms of JR-iobt and, tohde they hold 
him in iftsir embrace, they kiss each other.), 

BAAB— (/rceingr himself). 

They don't embrace me — but, come, we hare nc 
time to loose : Where's yoar travelling bag? Yoar 
bundle? Toar Sunday clothes? {MuUer looks doim^ 
wiihoui onmoeKfi^. ) Ton have only that? Yoa most go 
to my tailor. (MvJler and MotdOt taking hands, run up 
the aiage.) Ah! Moesiear Proth, we have the dram 
this time. {Thinking MuUer is still at his side.) As to 
yoa— hallo, there ! turtle doves !. (He goes off, runningi 
after thsm.\ 
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SCENE XI. 

PBUTH, FIOHTEL, $ortant du cabareL H tat iwt. 
« L'wresse doU itre a peine indiquie, 

PBUTH, torhbanl swr une chaise. 

Oh ! gaenx ! guenx de Fichtel ! 

FicHTKL, d la oarUonade, 

Mais p^e Wilhem, paisque je yoob die que je ne 
Teuz pas rester, la femme an inge Barnabd de Feldkirok 
m'attend poor me donner nne seconde lettre . . . amsi, 
iant qae j'y aille.... Oh ! voila mon onole. . . Boxgoor, 
anon onole. 

PBXTTH, furieux. 

Petit mi. . . mi. . . mis^able ! il eat gris. . . Dieu me 
ipardonne!... 

FIOHTKL. 

Je moB gris 1. . . moi. . . J'ai pas senlement bu dix 
^hopes. n n'y en aTait pas senlement pl^ mon oba- 
peao. 

PBT7TS. 

Maia 9a m'ett ^gal. . . ta sais que je t'abandonne. 

TIOBTESm 

Trai !. . . aloxs liberty I Oh ! c'est moi qui yas m*en 
f)ayer des Feldkirohiennes. 

PBT7TH. 

Petit gredin I apprends qae toates les femmes da 
Tyrol sonthonn^tes... et d'ailleuiB, qai voadrait de 
4K>i? 

FICUTEU 

Non I. . . Demandez 9a k madame Bamab^ 

PltDTH. 

Ohl 

FICHTELi 

Ohat!... 

PBUTH. 

Et moi qui avus encore la bStise de croire qn'il al- 
lait k Feldklroh poar y retrouver sa Toix. . . 



Ma Toix k ee prix-lk ... Ah ! male non ! n*en faut 
.pas... j*aime mioux les femmes... pas les femmes 
did. . . paroe qa*elles sont amooreoses comme des 
•chamois. . . marines k des hommes qai lear rendent 
t>ien la pareiUe. . . Tandis qu^k Feldkirch. . . {Upkure) 
Panyres femmes abandonn^s ! . . . 



9GENE XI. 

PBUTH. FIOHTEL— (oommsr mutqfa kNMm. He im 
drunk. The drunkefiesa ahouid he ovily tUghOy indC 
oated,) 

TBxyiH— {dropping into a chair). 

Oh, Fichtel I Little beggar— beggar ! 

FiOHTXL — {behind ihe scenes). 

Bat, William — since I tell yoa I cannot stop— Uia 
wife of Jndge Bamabe is waiting to give me a aeoond 
letter, so I most go. Oh, there's my uncle! Good 
day ancle. 

PBUTH— (ywiowa). 
Little wr-wT-wretch ! he's drank, too ! 

nCHTBL. 

Pm dnmk I I ! when Pve only taken ten glasses ! — 
not more than my hat f alL 

PBUTH. 

That's nothing to me. Ton know. I disown yoa. 

FICHTEL. 

Indeed ! Then, hurrah for liberty ! Fm going to 
enjoy it with the Feldkirch girls. 

PBUTH. 

Little rapscaUion! learn that all the women of 
Tyrol are honest ; and then— who'd be botheced with 
you? 

FIOHTBL. 

No ? Ask Madame Bamabe. 

PBUTH. 

Oh! 

FICUTBIk 

Ghutl 

PBUTH. 

And I was stupid enough to belicTe that he went to 
Feldkirch to reooTer his Yoioe^ 

FIOHTBL. 

My Toioe at that price ! Ah, no ! not for me ! I 
prefer the ladies— not the ladies here ; because, they 
are loving as chamois, and married to men who return 
their loye : while, at Feldkirch— ('Ae xoetps) poor de- 
serted women! 
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Abondoim^es? 



PBUTH. 



PiaavTes victimes d'one sooi^t^ fondle depnis troifi 
ans poor Tamdlioratioii dn chant. . . 8i voaa oonnaiB- 
fiiez la recette des Felkirchiens poor cooserver lenr 
voix? 

PBirrH. 
Qu'estce qne j'apprends Ik ? 

nCBTEL. 

Si youB oonnaisaiez les statuts dpouyantablee qui r<$- 
gissent cette soci^t^ dans laqnelle tooB lea jennea 
gens. . . totiB les maris se sont enrdlds. . . mbn onde, 
Tons comprendriez qne j'ai nne mission. 

PBUTH, d hd-miiM, 

Voilk pepMtre le myst^re qne nons cherchons. 

JFIOBTBL, lui donnani un livreL 

TciAez, les Toilk les statnts. . . O^est la lenune dn 
jnge Bamabd qni me les a donnas ponr sa jnsiiflcation. 
Lisez 9a, et fr^missez 1. . . 

PBUTH, lisant 

*' Tons les Tyroliens dn canton de Feldkixoh s'en- 
gagont k faire partie de la sod^t^ de 1' Ul dih$, A cet 
effety ils jnient, et sons les peines ^diot^es, k se con- 
former reUgiensement anx stalnta qui sniyent : Pre- 
mier statnt. . . Abstention complete. . ." {11 temdne la 
iecho^ d voix basse, in riant,) Oh !. . . Oh !. . . Oh !. . . 

nOHTEIi. 

Hein, mon onde ! qn*est-ee qne vons voulez qn'elles 
iassent, ces panyres ddaiss^s?. . . 

PBUTH, lisant tonjours. 

Et suiYent les noms ... les signatures des adherents... 
Fritz. . . Stephen. . . Frantz. . . Muller !. . . Mnller !!! 
son nom, sa signature ... Oh ! quelle id^ !. . . Fichtel, 
mon neven embrasse-moi, 

210BTEL. 
Qn'est-oe qu'il y a done, mon onde ? 

PUBTH. , 

Rien !. . . Mais Molda et ses six mille florins ne sont 
pent-^tre pas perdus ponr nous. . . 

{Untrue du cfuxuravec bannik'ea diployies,) 

SOilNE XIL 

Toua 



Les Toilk tons avec leurs. banni^res. . . Us vont an 



pBtnro. 



Deserted! 



Poor ^ctims of a sodety founded, three years agow 
for the improvement of singing. If you knew the 
reodpt of the Fddkrchians for preserving their 
voices !— 



What do I hear? 



PBUTH. 



FICHTSIm 



If yon knew the frightful la^^s ^^di bind this so- 
ciety— in which, all the joung people— all the 
young husbands— are enrolled, unde, you would on- 
derstand that I have a duty. 

FBUTH— Cto himst^,) 
Perhaps, this is the secret we are trying to discover. 

nCBTEL. 

See, here are the laws. Judge Barnabtf's wifo gave 
them to me for her justification. Bead that^ and 
tremble. 

PBUTH (reading). 

All Tyrolese of the Canton of Feldkiroh undertake 
to join the Society of the Ui dUu with this object : 
they swear, under the penalties enacted bdow, to con^ 
form leligionsly to the following statate-^-Afastinenoe 
complete — (lU finisfus the reading In a low voice,) — 
Ahlah! ah! 



Eh uncle? What would you have them do, these 
poor deserted ones ? 

PHUTH {oonHnuing io read,) 

And here follow the naujes, the signatures of the 
compromised : Fritz—Stepheu — Muller— MuUer 1 ! ! — 
His name ! his signature ! Oh ! what an idea ! Floh- 
td, nephew, embrace me ! 



What's up, uncle ? 

PBUTH. 

Nothing. But Molda and her six thoosand floziiis 
are not lost to us perhaps. 

(ChiOi'vis enters with u/i^urUd banners,) 

80EKE XII. 
ALL. 

FICRTXXk 

Here they are, with their banners. They are going 
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eonconrs. Moi, j*aime xnieux conconrir pour le prix de 
ramotir... 



ViT«Mtillep|,.. 



Torft. 



FINALE. 



Nous arrivonfi pour le oonoonxs 
Avec 008 baDni^ren, 

De no8 SQcc^s, Tbenreax corns 
Passe lea fronti^res. 



Tyroliens, approchAz-TODS, 
Je vous pr^sente I'epoux 
De la belle Molda, ma ci^oe. 
Antour d'elle qne I'oq s'empreBsa 
Approchez . . . ^coatez toas ... 

{UprisenU Muller ioutflambani neuf.) 



to the competition. I prefer competing for the prixe 
of love. 



Hnrrah for Mnller 1 



CHOBUS. . 

We oome, with banners streaming gay. 

To join the competition ; 
Onr great emccess spreads far awey, 

'Mcng folks of all creation. 



TO^Jg. 



Tive Mnller !. 



Tons saTez ce qne je yens ai dit, mes amis ; sonte- 
]i<>2>moi oes enfants, et nous gagnerons la timbale. 

TYBOLIENSTB. 

MUXJjBB. 

Qiiftnd nons allons dans lee grand'yilles, 
Ponr faire entendre nos chansons, 

. HULLBB. 

On Toit oonrir toutes les flUes, 

KOZiDl. 

On ToH oonrir tons les gargons. 

XrUJEB. 

Ah 1 Ah ! 

MOLDl* 

Ah! Ah! 

VULIEB. 

Une d'elles, riense et blonde, 
Comme les hUs an mois d'aoftt, 
lie dit, je dunnerais le monde 

KOIJ>A. 

Fonr aroir ton gat la-S-tou ! 

INSBMBUL 

Tra, la, hi, ha, la, la. 

MOLDA. 

Tzs la, hi. ha, la, la. 



Ye brave sons of Tyrol, draw near ; 

The bndegrot m I present yon here 

Of fair Moida, my orotber's danghttr; 

So gatbei aronnd — to sing, we've brought her — 

Come hithtr, and lend an ear. 



Hnrrah for Mnller ! 



My friends, you know what I have told you ; Le)p 
these children, and we shall win the cup. 

TYBOLIAN, 
THien wandenng on £h>m town to city, 

MOLDA. 

Our voices otear aie heard to sing ; 

SOTUJfiB. 

The lasses troop to hear our ditty, 

ICOUOA. 

The lads all run to hear us sing. 

JCOXJiEB. 

Ahl ah:— 

KOUkA. 

Ahlahl 

MUtJ.ZB. 

A laughing maid, with tresses yellow. 

Like the ripened wheat in hue, 
Said, '*I would give the world, young fellow, 

MOLDA. 

To have your sweet gai-la-i-tou.*^ 

T0OTHB&. 

Tn, la, hi, ha, 1ft, Ul 

VOLDA. 

Trn, la, hi, ba, la, la. 
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XM8BMBLS. 

liS, la, la, la, la. 

VULLXS. 

8i le Tyrolien n'est pas riche, 

MOLDA. 

£1 est Taillant, il a da ccear. 

MUIXKB. 

• De rouoouier, il n'est pas obiche, 

MOLDA. 

Du rossignol il n'a pas pear. 

MtTLLKB. 

Ah! ah! 

MOU>A. 

Ah ! ah ! 

MOIiLVB. 

lia, la, la, la. 

MULIiXB. 

Enfant de la verie montagne, 

•Je bale paavre . . . pour rien da tout, 

8i ta veux £tre ma compagne, 

MOLDA. 

Je to donne mon la-*-ton.. 

ENSBMBLB. 

Tra, la, hi, ha, la, la, etc 

8ur la reprise du chceur, on agiU lea chapeaux et ban- 
meres lusqu'au baisser du rideaa en criani : Vive 
MuUer ' V\ve Molda i 



Uli. 

La, la, la, la, la. 

KTTLLZB. 

If green Tyrol's child has no. money, 

MOISUA. 

He's tender-hearted, bold and hale ; 

MULLEB. 

He's generoofi with his carols, bonny ; 

MOLDA. 

lie U sing agaiast the nightingale. 

MULLEIi. 

Ab p ha ! 

MOLD^. 

Ab ! ah : 

MULLEB. 

La, la, la, la, 

MT7LLBB 

Child of these verdaot mountains yonder, 
I'm poor — a waif^hftve nought, 'tis true. 
If side by side with me you'd wander. 

MOLDA. 

You*re wecome to my la-l-tou. 

ENSEMBLE. 

Tra, la, hi, ha, tra, la, la, etc. 

( When the refrain is taken up, the assistants wave (Km 
hats and banners^ tiil the curtain comes down, otyingt 
•* long live Mailer ! lontj live Molda / " ) 
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Cliez Baab. 

Une grande saUe omie de fleurs H de gtdrkmdM pour Us 
nocea d« MvUer ei de Motdau — A droite, la chambre dea 
ipovx, — Aufond, d gauche, porie d erUrie, — A ed(i 
de la parte, une grande fenilre a iroia hailanis. — A 
gauche^ premier plan, porie dela ehambrepripar^e pour 
fnadame Bamabi* — Au deutdhne plan une autre porte. 
— A droite, premier plan, une groaae Korioge gothique 
marque minuU moina le quart — Au lever durideau, on 
eat d la fin du repaa. 



8Ci:NB PBEMli:BE. 

MTJIiliEE, ANIOH, WILHEM. AOATH, BAAB, 
MADAME BABNABE, PBUTH, FIGHTEL, 
POLA, BABNABE, MOLDA, k table, — aa fond, 
iM Choub. 

|C H (E n B. 

BnTons, bnvons k la ronde, 
BayoiiB, bavons k 1 amoar, 
A Tamour qni penple le monde. 
BuvonB nmt et joar. 
Faites moasser la bi^re, 
Plus la blonde liqnenr 
A la bonche est am^re. 
Plus elle eei donoe an coenr. 
Bnvons, etc., etc 

Pendofd la fin du chaur, MuUer a iii ae mtiire d eoti de 
Molda. « 

BAAB. la ramenanl d aa place. 

Qne diable ! il n^est pas minnit 

VUIJiEB. 

Voire patraqne retarde. 

BAAB. 

(T^iait mon ayis le jonr oil j'^ponsai madame Baab.. 
Oar elle a vn mes noces, oette Tieille horloge. . . N'est- 
ee pas, vieille horloge?. . . J' totals oomme ce petit- l)i... 
tont fxingant, tont pa pitant, tout amour, tont braise... 
Vieille horloge. . . oe fon t'appelle patraqne 1 Voilk ce 
qne e^est qne la jennesse 1 

BABNABt. 

La jennesse ! ah ! ne m*en parlez pas, oonfr^re. . . 



Raab's House. 

A large room ornamented vrith flotcera and garlawhds, 
for the marriage of MuUer and Molda. To the rights 
the Mdal chamber. At the back of iheatage, on 
the l^ a door. To the right of the door, a large 
foindow, utiih three ahuUera. On the lefl, first en- 
trance, a large goUiic dock marka a quarter to ttoeive 
o'dock. When the curtain goea up, thefeaat ia coming 
to an end. 



SCENE I. 

MULLEB, ABNIOH, ^VILHEM, AGATH, BAAB 
MADAME BABNABE, PBUTH, FIGHTEJLi, 
POLA, BABNABE, MOLDA, (at the iMe). 
( The chorua, at the hack of the atage.) 

CHOBUa 

Keep the glass in circnlaiion, 

Drink to love, -which all obey — 
To love, 'which swells the popnlation* 

Drink, both night and day. 
Drink in beer — what could be fitter? 

*Tis the amber liquid's art, 
When npon the palate bitter, 

Sweet to flow around the heart 
Keep the glass, etc., etc 

ijharing the r^rain of the chorua, Muller goea to McUda 
and aUa by her aide. ) 

icTTUJBB, taking him bvck to hia pUicee, 
The deyil ! it is not twelve yet I 

HUIiLEB. 

Your old clock is slow. 

baab: 

That was my opinion the day I married Madame 
Baab, for that old clock saw my marriage : Didn't 
yon, old clock? I was like that youngster— mettle- 
Bome, impatient, full of love and fire. Old dock, 
this silly fellow thinks yon slow. That's how yonth 
judges I 

babnabic. 
Yonth ! Oh, friend do not speak of it ! 
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Oh ! monsienr Baniab^, ne catuonfl pas politique 
d«Tani les aTocats et de oorde deyant leR pendas. . . 



BABNABt. 



Je ne oompieods pas. 



n ne comprend pas... Demandez oela an petit Fich- 
tel, U Tons instmixa. . . Enfin, c'est bien a totis d'etre 
fier... oar nous Vavons gagn<^e, monsiear Barnabd* 
eetta famense timbale ! la voici . .. Honnenr k Mnller !. . . 



YiyeMnllerl... 



Monsiear Baab ! je yoos jure que Totre horloge est 
arr^t^.. N'est-ce pas, Molda ? Demandez k Molda !... 



Yoyons TaTis de la maii^eb 

T0U8> 



MOLDA. 



Ooi !... ooil.. 
Je cxois. •• 
Tncrois? 

Je crois qne oni (OnriU) 



YoQS Yoyes bien, monsieur Baab, Ilienre est pas- 



Mon ami, tu snivras le programme de la fiSte. . . les 
xxa et coutomes dtablis : 1^ nofiis avona mangtf , . . 



T0X7& 



Ooi... oui. 



2^ Nous avons bii. . . 



Oai ... oui . . 



3^ On ehante. . . 4? on reoonduit lea &pon. . . 6^ 
tout le monde s'en Ta. . . 6^. . . 

TOUB. 

Sizto!... ohlsixtof... 



Oh ! Monsieur Bamab^ we may not discuss politics 
before lawyers, nor the gallows before the condemned. 

BABNABfi. 

I don't understend you. 



He does not understand ! Little Fichtel can ex- 
plain: ask him. Besides, you do well not to be 
proud* for we have won« at last» that famous cup ! 
Here it is ! Honor to Mailer t 



Long live Muller I 



Monsieur Baab, I swear to you that your olook has 
stopped. Has it not Molda? Ask Molda ! 



Let us hear the opinion of the bride. 
XesI Tesl 

KOUDA. 

I believe — 



Tou believe? 

MOLDA. 

I believe it has. (UMghter.) 

MULLXB. 

You see very well, Monsieur Baab, it's past the 
hour. 



My friend, you must follow the programme of the 
feast— the uses and customs established : 1st, we 
have eaten. 

ALI« 

Tes ! yes I 

BAAB. 

Second, we have drunk. 

4T'Tft 

We have 1 we have I 



Third, we must sing. Fourth, the happy couple 
areledofll Fifth, every one takes leave. Sixth, ^ 



Oh, the sixth 1 
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Voilons d'une gaze IcSg^re. . . oe sizto que je ne 
nommepas... 



9>i m'ebt bien ^gal. . . Mailer me le dira. . . ( MuUer 
S€ derange de sa place el va rtlrouvtr Molda.) 



Mam madame Barnab^ ne gigotez done pas comme 9a 



KADAMB BABMABE. 



Mais je ne gigote pas. . . (On montre MuUer d Radbt 
4pii va U chercher el U ramhie d sa place,) 



Mais ta ne peox done pas rester en plaoe ?. . . 81 tu 
bouges enoore, je t*attache. Voyons ! voyons ! qu'estoe 
«qui chante ? 

BABNABE. 

Mot [.,, dims mon canton. . . 



Ooi... Mais, id... il £aat laisser 9a k Totre jolie 
ifemme. . . Elle doit avoir de la voix. . . N*e8t-oe pas 
fiobtel? 

BABNAB^, se levawL 

Qa*entendez-yoas par Ik ? 

BAAB, se levant 

Qnoi? qn'est-oe que c'est? nne dispute?... Tons 
<:herohez nne dispnte I.., ( Towt deuxgesUculent de leur 
place. On les retientj le calme ae rStabliL — Mchtel se 
fourre sous la table,) 

BAAB. 

Voyons, madame Barnabd. . . ohantez. 



MADAKl BABNABt. 



Jenepenxpas... 



Etponrqaoi?... 



MADAME BABMAB6. 

farce que mes sooliers dtaient trop dtroits. . . Je ies 
:ai retire. • . Tons n'anriez pas one come?. . . 



Oh I... 



Un joor de noce, 9a porte malheni. . . plas tard. . . 
je ne dis pas. . . 



Let 00 Tail it This sixth I do not name. 



I don't care, Mailer will teU me. (MuUtr gets i^y and 
goes to MMa,) 



Fray, Madame Baraabd, don't kick so hard. 

MADAME BABNAB& 

Fm not kicking. (Midler is pointed cut to Baab, loAo 
goes to him and leads him to his place. ) 



Can yon not remain qoiet? If you move again ni 
tie you up. Gome, who is going to sing? 



BABNABE. 



I, in my Cant^ 



Tes ; but here you must give way to your pretty 
wife. She ought to have some voice. Eh, Fiohtel? 

BABNABi —(rising). 
What do you mean by th. t? 

tkAAB—Cgetiing up). 

Whatl what's tins? A quarrel? Ton want to 
quarrel? CBoth gesticulate in their places. They are 
hdd back. Quiet is restored, FicfUel gets under the 
table.) 



Let us see. Madame Bamabd, sing. 

MADAME BAENAB&. 

t 

1 cannot 



And why? 



VAnAiff-g BABNABiw 



Because my shoes are too tight and I have taken 
them oS, Haye you a horn. 



Oh! 

PBUTH. 

On a wedding day it's unlucky— later on, perhapi. 
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^laidon I j'en porte toigotus une mir moi. . . {On ril) 
Qa*esi-ce qn'ilA out done k rire. 

PBtTTH, d, Mohid^ qukU croU H o6U de hd, 

Ta Tois, p«tit gredln ! . . . Tiens, oil eet-il done ?. . . 
Fichtel!... 

T0T7S. 

Fichtel L. Fichtel!... 

wumxKL, rdeuant la nappe d passant sa Uie, 



Qooi, parrain?... 



PBUTH. 



Sons la table!... Venz-tu sortir de Ik, canaille. 
{Vatlachani d son bras gauche avec sa sendeUe, ) Tu ne 
bongeiasplns... 



Yoyons ! qn'est-ce qui chante ?. . . Molda, allons. 

TOUB. 

Oni... oni... 

MOLDA« 

Yons Tons moqnez totgoars des chansons de grand'- 
m^re. . . enfin, poisqae vous le voulez . . . 



CHANSON. 

Allons, Margot, qu'on ge ddp^che, 
Mes bottes, mon sac, mon mantf au, 
A mon fonet, qu'on mette une m^che, 
Et qu'on m'apporte mon chapeau. 
Allons, ma ch^re, ne te fais pas prier. 

Donne un baiser, un verre, 

Le coup de I'dtrier ! 
Clic, clac ! hop ! hop ! 
Fallait voir son fouet, 
Pallait voir comme 11 en jouait 

Allons, Marmot, qu'on se ddp^che, 
8ur un' jambe, laut pas s'en aller. 
Verse 'a nouveau, ta mine fraiche, 
Me donne envi' de renouvler. . . 

Je me sens foUtre, 

Encore un gros baiser ; 

Le drdle en prit q|uatre, 

Ma foi sans se gnser. 
CUc, clac ! etc. 



An cinqui^m' voila qu'il chancelle. 
G'est qu'aussi c'est un rude vin. 
A pein' s'il pent s'tenir en selle, 
Les guides tombent de sa main. 
9a la fait rire I 
Jean perd son aplomb. 
Et Margot de Ini dire : 
Allons, allons, bois done I 
Clic, clac ! etc. 

•Margot est one fitte prompte ; 



babkab£. 

Excuse me ; I always have one with me (laughter) 
What are they laughing at ? 

PBT7TH — (to Fichtel, lohom he thinks is at his side). 

You see, little wretch! — hold! Where is he? 
Fichtel I 



£*ichtel ! Rchtel ! 

ncBTEL— (raising up the table doth and showing his 
head). 



What is it, godfather? 



PBUTU. 



Under the table ! Gome out of that, you rascal I 
(Ties him to his 10 arm with his napkin.) 



Let me see ! Who sings ? Molds begin. 



Yes ! yes ! 



You make fun of grandmother's songs, but 
you wish it — 

SONG. 

** Come, Marf9[ot, quick, I must be flying — 
Bring out my boots, my cloak, my sack ; 
A lash upon my whip be tying — 
Bring me my hat : I'll soon be back. 
Fray not, because Tm going. 

My love : my time is up ; 
One kiss — one bumper flowing — 
ril drink the stirrup cup.** 
Clic 1 clac ! hop ! hop ! 
You shonld see his whip. 
And how he makes it crack and flip. 

** Come, Margot, quick, my steed is neighlng- 
One legg^, a man should ne'er away : 
A second glass ! Your fresh smile playing, 
Would make a saint drink halt tne day. 
I feel so full of folly- 
Come, another kiss." 
He takes four, he*s so jolly. 
Yet nothing seems amis. 
Clic I clac ! etc., etc 

But, at the fifth glass, somewhat addled. 

He cries, ** that wine's upset my brain,;" 
He reels, until almost unsaddled, 
And from his hands falls down the rein; 
Margot shakes \7ith laughter — 

He feels his ardor shrink, 
But Margot says, soon after, 
**Come, Dold up man and drink.** 
Clic! clac! etc., etc. 

Margot is blessed with prompt decision^ 
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En croupe elle saute en denz temps ; 
A prendre an fouet n'y a pas de honte 
Quand c'est pour obliger fes gens. 
Ainsi qn'ane fl^ohe 
Tout part k fond de train ; 

On entend la u^cbe 
Accompagner Trefrain. 

Clio, clao ! hop I hop ! 
Fallait voir son fouet, 
Fallait voir comme elle en jouait 

TOUS. 

Bravo ! bravo I {On enlh)t la tdbU.) 

Tons. 
AMuller... 

MULI^KB. 

Ja ne suis pas en train. 

XOLDA. 

Ifais vous, mon oncle ?. . . 
Tons. 
A monsieur Baab !. . • 

RAAB. 

J*ai pas mal bu . . . mais 9a ne fait rien, j'al Jnste- 
ment sur moi un petit apologue de ma composition 
issez bien r^ussi. . « 



EONDEAU 

Enfants, je m'en vais vous donner 

Un oonseil plein d'adresse : 

14 abuBCZ pas de la jeunesse, 

Sait-on ce qui pent arriver. 

Un gros monsieur des plus gourmands - 

Avait uoe femme adorable : 

Monsieur ^tait toujours k table, 

Madame ^tait toujours aux champs. 

Ca dura oomm'9a vingt-huit ans. {Bis.) 

Un jour, pour plaire k son dpotise, 

Monsieur la suit sur la pelouse, 

lis s'en allaient clopin dopant, 

Ca fit bien rire les passants. (Bia,) 

Monsieur avait Fair d'un jeune homme 

Qui voulait mordre dans la pomme. 

J'ai faim, dit-il, o'esi- le printemps, 

Ca n'pouvait pas durer longtemps. (Bis.) 

if OQBieur part comme une arbal4te 

Et va cueillir sous la coudrette 

Un pie n panier de fleurs des champs : 

Mais ils eur'nt beau se battr' les flanos, {Bis.) 

Mais ils eur*nt beau se battr^ les flancs, 

lis eur'nt beau he ereuser la t^te, 

Madam* n'aimait plus la noisette 

Et monsieur n'avait plus de dents. 

Enfants, je m*en vais, etc., etc. 
On danse sur Us diffirentes r^i^rists du rondeau. 



Yoyons ! voyons ! ousqn'on en est dn programme. 



Upon the croup she slightly vaults r 
To hold a whip brings no dension. 
When 'tis to hide a loved one*s fftuItSL 
And like an arrow tracking 

Its way, they're oif amain ; 
We hear the whip's load cruckiog 
Accomp'ning ue refrain. 

Ciic ! clac ! hop ! hop ! 
You should see his wip, 
And how he makes it crack and flip. 



Bravo! bravo ! {Tne table is removed.) It's Mnllar^* 
turn 1 



I'm not in humor. 



But you, uncle? 



Monsieur Baab I 



BAAB. 



Tve drunk too much— but that's nothing : I'll gj¥ 
you a little verse of my own composition. 

RONDEAU. 

Mychildren, list, I've some advice, 

Which you will say is clever : 

While blessed with youth, abuse it never—* 
You know not what's on fortunes dice. 

A fat gourmand, whose round face shone, 
Married a motit delightful beauty ; 
To feed, he thought, was all his duty — 

She to the woods was always gone. 

This, for twenty years, went on. (Ins. } 

One day, to please his wife, he wandered 
Where Nature daisies daily squandered. 
Hobbling, twixt a rest and run, 
They gave the paHseni by such fun. (his.) 

He looked just like a youth who grapples 
With deep desire to eat his apples. 
Said he, "It is the air of Spring ; 
I'll starve, unless I eat something " (bis.} 

So, like a cannon ball, he rushes. 
Scrambling under the hazel bushes, 
To cull a bunch of sweet wild flowers ; 
But, all in vtiin, they scramble for hours. (M«.) 
In vain, their brains they keep on racking — 
She oared no more to go uut cracking ; 
And his old gams had lost their powers. 
My children list, etc 

{As the refr<Un is taken tip, the assistants danse.) 



Let us see! 
gramme? 



let us? Where are we in the pro- 
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MOLD! et HULLEB. 



II est minuit. .. 



CHCBUR 



Bonsoir, la demoiselle ; 
Kponx, il eat minnit. 
Bonne nnit. ma belle, 
Bonne nuit 



Yof re chant m'ezasp^re, 
Vonlez-Toas bien toos taire 
£t nous laisser en paiz. 
Taisez-Tons, ou je vais . . . 

REPRISE IjU CH(EUR. 

Bonsoir, la demoiselle, etc 

RAAB. 

Alors, jeanes filler recondnisez la mari^ dans sf 
chambre... Jexmes gens allez finir la nuit an cabaret., 

PBUTH, a lui'mime 
An cabaret ! quel'e occasion ponr les faire signer. 

sfuixnt. 
Oni ... oni . . . allez . . ddp4chez-Tons. . . 

BAAB, la lui montrant 
Madame Bamab^, voici votre chambre. 

FICHTBL. 

Sa chambre ? 

PBUTH, reJUchissarU et tenant toujcurs Flchlel lii a 
son bras, 

Ne remne doDc pas ! 

MADAME BABNABt* 

Bonsoir, monsieur Fichtel. 

FICHTEL. 
MADAMS BAENABjL 

Venez-vons, monsieor Bamab^?. . . {EUe rentre,) 

BARNABE. iribuchanU 
Oni, bonne amie. . . je ne sals pas ce que j'ai. 

ncHTEL, rarritani av passsage, 
Vons n'etes peat-^tre pas bien. . .. 

BABKABE. 

Si. .. mais... 

FZOHTSL. 

Vons vons appnieriez pent-6tre snr qvelqne chose. . 



Oh fob!. 



MOLDA AND MTJLLEB. 



It is midnight ! 



CHORUS. 



Good ni^ht, my lovely maiden ; 

Bridegroom, 'tis the noon of night 
Sweet good nieht, fair maiden, 

Sweet— good night 

MUIXEB. 

Stop your song, if yon would please me ; 
You are siogiog but to teai^e me. 
Leave us both lu peace ! 
Unless this soLg you cease — 

CHOBus — {repetUUm), 

Good night, my lovely maiden, 
Etc., etc 



Then, girls, lead the bride to her chamber ; boys 
go finish the night at the tavern. 



To the tavern ! what an opportunity to make them 
sign* 

MULLEB. 

Yes ! yes t go, and make haste. 

BAAB — {showing U to her)» 
Madame Barnab^ here's your room. 

FICHTEL. 

Her room ? 

PBUTH— (r^6dui<7, and stlU holding EichJUf. lied to Ha 
arm). 

Keep quiet I 

MADAME BABNAb£. 

Good night. Monsieur FichteL 

FICHTEIi. 

Oh I Oh ! ' • 

MADAME BABHAB^. 

Are ycu coming, Monsieur Bamab^? (she goes in.) 
BABMAB&— (stum&Ztn(7 ). 

Yes, my dear. I don't know whaf s the matter with 
me. 

FiGHTEL— (tf/opptTu; him). 
You ars not welL 

BABNAB^. 

Oh, yes! But— 

FICHTEL. 

You'd like to lean on something, perhaps? 
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BABMABE. 

Je ne demandends pas mieux. . , Oette bi^re. . . 

FIOHTEL. 

Tenez ! foturez vofcre bras Ik-dedans . . {II 89 digage 
doucemerU du lien qui le lie a Pruth et lourre le bras de 
Bamdb4 dla place duaien^) 



La-dedans . 



BABNABE. 



FICHTEL. 

Ooi. . . Stes-YoHs bien? 

BABNAB£. 

Oui. . . 11 a'endorl sur Vipaule de PnUh teUetneni ab- 
sorb dans sea reflexions qu'il ne s'apergoU pas du jeu de 
sce7%e, — FicMel se sauve par lefond* 

PBUTH, croyant parler d FtchieL 

Ne remue done pas. . . (d lui-mime.) Cast 9a, etdans 
un mois Mnller aura divorod... et toi... petit coquin. .. 
Qa'est-ce que yous faites la vous?. . . 

BABNABE, se riveillant 
Jenesaispas... 

PBUTH. 

<2u'e8t-ce que vous avez fait de Fichtel ? 

BABNABE. 

Jene saispas. 

PBUTH, 

Malheareuz! {U luiparlehas.) 
babnabI:. 

Ah ! oourons. ( II se sauve en eniralnanl PrurUi par le 
bras, — Pendant ce tempsj ledioeur sort ietUenient, excepU 
lesjewMsfiUes qui doiveni recondmre la mai^e,) 

SCENE IL 
MULLEB, MOLDA, EAAB. 



Enfin ! c'est tonjours 9a (II va vers Molda, Et main- 
tenant ch^re Molda ! . . . 

BAAB, Varritant, 

Fas d'impatience, jeune homme . . . pas d'impatience, 
mafille... 

MOLDA. 

Je nai pas d'impatience, mon oncle. . • 

BAAB. 

Si, si, tu as de I'impatience . . . je vois 9a dans tea 
yeuz. . . Soyons graves. . . MuUer je toos confie un 



BABNABS. 

I wouldn't object That beer— 

FIOBTBI*. 

Stop ! stick your arm in there. (He gets quieUy ovi 
of the loop, which ties him to Pruth, and puts BamabS's 
arm in, in place of his own). 

BABNABi. 

In there? 

FICHTEL. 

Yes : you're all right ? 

BABNABE. 

Yes.^ {He goes to sleep on Pruth's shoulder, who is so 
much absorbed in his r^ections, thai he does not perceioe 
the by p ay, Fichtel goes oui by tJie uppei- end of the 
stage,) 

VRUTR— {thinking that he speaks to JFlchtd), 

Don't stir ! {to himrself) That's it ; and, in a month, 
Muller shall be divorced, and you, little wretch ! — 
What are you doing? 

BABNABt — (looking up ). 
I don't know. 

« PBUTH. 

What have you done with Fichtel? 

BABNABE. 

I don't know. 

PBUTH. 

Unfortunate ! (he whimpers to him), 

BABNAB&. 

Ah ! Let us hasten. (He runs off, dragging Pruth by 
the afrii Ihintig ihis time, the chorus goes out slowly, 
except the young giris, who are to conduct the bride to her 
clumber,) 

SCENE II. 

MULLER— MOLDA-RAAB. 

MULLEB. 

At last! It's always so. (He goes towvrd Molda,) 
And now, deai Molda ! 

BAAB— (stopping him). 

Don't be impatient, young man ; dout be impatient, 
my girl — 

MOLDA. 

Fm not impatient, uncle I 



Yes ! yes ! You are impatient I see it in your 
eyes. Let us be senoas. Muller, 1 give you a 
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tr^sor. ( n M parte has, ) Ta in*as compris. . . Tn m'as 
bien compris... 

XXTLLEIU 

Qui. . . monsieur Raab. . . 

BAAB. 

Je te dig cela, parce que ta asbeftnconp TojagtS... et 
qaicoDqne a beauconp tu peat avoir beaacoap reteno.. 
Regardant Udda, £i yrai ce serait dommage... (A MoU 
(ia pendant que MuUer se dipiU,) Qaant ^ toi, ma ni^ce, 
tea deyoirs d^ponse ta ne les connaia pas attendu 
qa'on ne te les a jamais enseigntis. lis sont nombreax 
et difficiles. {A MuUtr) Un pea de patienoe, jenn^ 
hommel... Mais je sais tranqaille, cela s'apprend 
tont seal. . . J'ai encore beaacoap de choses H te dire.. 



Monsieur Baab. 



Oui, je comprends bien... mais elle n'a pas de 
m^re . . . c'est moi . qai sais oharg^ de lui servir de 
m^re ; mon Dieu ! que c'est difficile de servir de mfere... 
quand on n'a jamais ^t^ qu'oncle . . . Elle ne compren- 
drait pas an mot de tout ce quo je lui dirais, I'inno- 
cento . . . Elle est comma an voyageur ^gar^ sur one 
mer d^serte. . . sans boussole et sans gouvemail,* elle 
ne soit pas. . . ot elle va. . . Mailer, sois son gouver- 
nail. . . je serai sa boussole. . . Enfants. . . je vous b^- 
nis. . . Et maintenant, jeunes fiUes, reconduisez Molda 
vers rinconnu !. . . 

XTLLER. 

Enfin!. .. 

SfOLDA. 

Est-ceque vous allez me quitter, mon onde? 

BAAB. 

Mon enfant, il le feiut. . . si cela dependait de moi... 
mais il le faut. . . il y a des circonstances dans la vie 
oil un oncle est de trop. {MMa sort suivie dea jeunes 
files. — Il revierU a Mailer,) Ta main ? 

MULLEB. 

La void, monsieur Raab. . . 

BAAB 

Et Bouviens toi. . . qu*une timbale d*argent ne suffit 
pas. . . mais qu*il en faut plusieurs. . . sois toujours un 
honn^te homme. . . Te voila marie, fius honneur ^ ta 
signature. (Ilsori) 



treasure. {He speaks low to him,) TouVe understood — 
well understood me — 



Yes, Monsieur Raab. 



I tell you that because you've travelled much, 
and whoever has seen a good deal, may have retained 
something. (Looking at Molda,) And, in truth, 
'twould be a pity (2o Molda, tohile MuUer shows 
signs of impatience. ^ as to you, niece : your duties as 
a wife— you don't know them, because no one ever 
taught you — they are numerous and difficult, {To 
MuUer) Have-a little patience, young man !— ^but Fm 
confident you'll soon learn. I have still many things 
to say to you. 



Monsieur Raab ! — 



Yes ! I understand, very well ; but she has no 
mother, and I must take the mother's place. But, it 
is difficult to take a mother's place, when one has 
never been more than uncle. She wouldn't under- 
stand a word I'd say. She is like a traveller lost on a 
desert sea, without compass or helm : she does not 
know where she is going. Muller be her helm ; I 
shall be her compass. Children, I bless yon. Girls, 
lead Molda towards the uxiknown. 



JffULLIB. 

Atlastl 

]fOIJ>A. 

Are you going to leave me, uncle ? 

BAAB. 

My child, I must If it depended on me— but I 
must There are some circumstances in life where 
even uncles are in the way. (Moida goes, foUoved 
by the young girls, Se comes back to Molda.) Your 
hand?— 

MtTLIiEB. 

Here it is. Monsieur Raab ! 

BAAB. 

And, remember— one silver cup is not enough, but 
that many of them will be needed. Be always an 
honest man. Now, you re married, honor your 
acceptance. {He goes out) 
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SCENE III. 

MULLEB, seul H va pour ouvrvr la parte et 
s'aper^ qu*eUe tsijermit. 

Comment, youb me fennez la porte, 
De nos amours cruels t^moins ; 
Je pleure, mais qne vous importe 
Un si^cle de plus ou de moins. {Bis,) 
Onvrez, oiivrez, dans le silence 
Mon ooear va se croire tromp^ ; 
OuYrez, oar il perd patience . . . 
Tonrnez le bouton, S. V. P. 

Quand je quittai ma douce reine 
J'avais k peine dix-sept ans. 
Par les onemins pauvre &me en peine, 
cTerrais en ohantant le printemps. (JSur.) 
Le printemps jaloux de ma flamme 
Pour se Teni^er s'est ^chappd, 
Je le sens qui trouble mon &me. . . 
Toumez le bouton, S. V. P. 

LesfemiMs ferment les volets du dehors, 
SCENE IV. 
• MULLEE, PRUTH. 

MULLEB. 

Beule ! Enfin 1 elle est seule ! {Au moTnerU ou U txij 
•mtrtr, PnUh ouvre la porie du /and. ) 



MuUer ! 

MULLER, s'arri-atit, 
M. Pruth ! voila un mdusieur qui m'ennuie, par 
exemple!.. . 

PBUTH. 

Oil allons nous? mon petit MuUer*. , 

MULLER. 

Eh I bien, je vais retrouver Molda ! Molda qui m'at- 
tend... 



Nous ne faisons done plus partie de la fameuse So- 
oi^t^ de Tut dieze. 



Oe serment ? qu*ils m'ont fait faire aveo tons les au- 
tre. . . U 7 a trois ans, auquel je ne pensaiB plus. . . 
ut que Yous ^tes venu me rappeler. 

PBUTH. 

Justement !... 

MULLKBi 

C'est que je vas yons dire ... 

PBUTH. 

Quoi ? . . . ce n'est pas sign^ ? . . . ' 



SCENE III. 

MULLEB— C-4Zow«. He goes to open the door, and per^ 
oeives thaiit is shuL ) 

What's this ! — ^you've locked the door, hard-hearted 

Beholders of our budding bliss ; 
You care not, tho' my tears have started, 

If I must bear an age like this. 
Open ! This silence, >-o oppressive, 

Seems my very heart to freeze ; 
Open ! or I'll become aggrefttdve — 

Turn the handle, if you please * 

When from my boyhood's queen I parted. 

My teens were yet on sturdy wing ; 
Along the highways, brokenhearted, 

I wandered, chanting to the Spring. 
But, of my wooing, je^ous growing. 

Spring fled upon a sighing breeze ; 
I feel a sense ot trouble flo?ring — 

Turn the handle, if you please ! 

( 7he vDomen close the shutters from the ouiside, ) 
SCENE IV. 
MULLER— PBUTH. 

MULLEB. 

Alone ! At last, she is alone ! /At the moment he is 
about to go in, Pruth opens the door at the upper end of 
stage.) 



MuUer ! 

MULLEB — (Stoppifvg), 

Monsieur Pruth ! there's a person, who bores me 
exceedingly !— 

PBUTH. 

Where are you going, friend Muller? 

MULLEB. 

Well ! I'm going to join Molda ! Molda, who ia 
waiting for me. 



So, you no longer belong to the famous Vt diize 
society ? 



That oath which they made me take with all the 
others, three years ago, I had forgotten it ; and you 
come to remind me of it 



Exactly. 



PBUTH. 



MULfJElL 

I'm going to tell you — 

PBUTH. 

What? You've not signed? 
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MULLKC 

Si... 

PRUTH. 

Tu n*6s pas an hoim^te gar9on ?. . . 

Mcrr.T.F.R. 
Oh ! mais 11 ne faadrait pas en douter . . . 

PBUTH. 

Alois I oil yas-ta ? 

HULIiBB. 

Mais mon serment ne m'emp^che pas d^aimer Mol- 
da et de le Ini pi caver. . . 

PBUTH. 

Dam 1 o'est selon. . . (i2 tire U corUrat de sa poche, — 
IdsanL J •* Article 3409. — Toat engage dans la Soci($td 
de Vut di^ze regardera sa femme oomme one pertar- 
«jation da larynx, an instnunent da diable. . . et la 
traitera comme telle. . . c'est-k-dire aveo la plas gran- 
ule d^ftSrence, mais aossi aveo le plos Boaverain m^ 
jiiis. . . " (ii 00 momentf Ftddel eiUre, sedirigearU vers la 
-chambre de Jf. Banwbi, 

MUIXEB. « ' 

Aliens done c*est impossible !. . . 

PBUTH, apercevarU Fichtd, 
Impossible I. . . Tiens, demande k FichteL 



SCENE V. 
Les Hemes, FICHTEL. 

ricHTEL, surpris, 

Mononclo... 

PBUTEL le prenanl par VoreUle, 

N'est-ce pas, qae teas les Tyroliens du canton de 
Feldkirch ont rempli lears engagements a la lettre ?... 

FICHTEL, 

Oh I 9a, qaand il y en a an qai veat y manquer. 
personne ne lai parle plos . . . Tout le monde le f lAt on 
le montre an doigt. . . lis sont b^tes, dans ce pays la. .. 

MULLEB, &h'4mvm 
Ah ! alors. . . qa'est-ce qa'il faat qae je fiftsso ? 

PBUTH. 

Je &• sais pas t 

FICHTEL. 

Je le sais bien, moi. . . Je n*h^terais pas. . . moi. . . 
j'eayenai promener toat le oanton. . . 



MULLRB. 

Yes— 

I PBUTIL 

I You're not an honest lad ? 

MULLEB. 

Oh I bat there must be no doubt about it I 

PBUTH. 

There ! Where are you going ? 

MULLEB. 

But, my oath does not prevent me from loTing 
Molds, and proving it ! 



Ah ! That depends (he takes out of his pocket (he 
coniradf and reads) *- Every member of the Ut dihe 
will look upon his wife as a perturbation of the larynx, 
an instrument of the devil, and will treat her so— that 
is to say, with the greatest deference, but, also, with 
the most sovereign /contempt" (At this momeni, 
Mchid enters, going towards Madame Bamabfs room,) 



MUCLEB. 

You see— it's impossible I 

vtLxrrB.— (catching sight of Ficfdd), 
Impossible ! Wait, ask FichteL 

SCE*E V. 
The Same— FICHTEL. 

¥icBTKLr^( surprised). 
My uncle ! — 

PBUTH— C^ofcing' him by the ear). 

Have not all the Tyrolese of the Canton of Feld- 
<drch fulfilled their engagements to the letter? 

PICHTEL. 

Ohl It is so! When any one refuses, no one 
speaks to him any more. Everybody avoids him, or 
holds him up to scorn. They are so stupid in that 
country. 

MULLEB— Cmuc/i affected). 
Ah ! Then, what must I do ? 



I dont know I 



PBUTO. 



XICHTBL. 



I know, yery well, what I would do— I wouldn'l 
hesitate : I'd let the Canton go be hanged. 
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PBrTH, 2e menaganL 

Toi, je n'en doute pas. . . Ta n'as id &me, ni foi, ni 
lot. . . tl'est la plaie dn pays. . . G'est le rebnt da Ty- 
rol. . . n deshonore les oheveaz blanos de M. Baab. 
MMje ne coxmais qn'une seule chose. {H lU.)** L*a- 
depte qni manqnera k son serment sera priv^ de tons 
ses droits civils. " 

FiCHTEL. 

Oh Iciest afireux.. . 

PBUTH. 

'* n perdra sa carte d^electeur. .. ** 

MXJLLJ&R. 

Oh ! 9a, o'est horrible !. . . Alors, il n*y a done pas un 
moyen? . . . 

PRUTH. 



Je n'en Tois pas. . . 



FICHTEL. 



PBTTTH, d part. 



II y en a nn. . . 



Petit brigand I.. 



Leqnel ? 



Art 1113. — Je le sais par coenr. " Kadepte qui ne 
ponrra "pa^ remplir son engagement, pour une cause 
ind^pendante de sa volont^, dcTra payer une amende 
de trois mille florins. . . " Dis qne tn ne penz pas, et 
psye trois mille florins. 

inriiLER. 

Trois mille florins ! Est-oe que je les ai ? 

FIGHTEL. 

EtladotdeMolda?... 

MXTLLXB. 

8a dot !. . . (avecfieiii.) Mais alors ! ce que tous me 
demandez Ik est impossible !. . . 



HuUer!... 



nCHTElL 



MULLEB, avec disespoir, 

Non, laisse-moi.. . Mais c*est dur... etc'estm^- 
chant. . . Bien que pour elle, je ne veuz pas qu'on me 
montre an doigt dans le canton. . . et yous venez me 
dire. . . Ik. .. juste au moment !. . . Oh! oui.... c'est 
bien mal ! {11 8*6loigne,) 

FICHTEL. 

Mnller !. . . Yiens done !. . . 



PBOTH— (threatening him). 

You ! I don't doubt it You've neither, Bonl nor 
faith nor law. He's the pest of the country — the 
scum of TyroL Ho dishonors Monsieur Baab's gray 
hairs. For myself, I only know one thing : {he reads} 
"The member, who breaks his oath, shall be deprlTed. 
of all civil rights." 

FICHTEL.. 

Oh, that's dreadful ! 

PBtJTHr 

He'U lose his electoral card. 



oil It' 



SCCLLEB. 



;'s horrible ! Then, there is no eeoape? 



I don't see any. 



There is one. 



Little villain 



What is it? 



FIC^TXL. 



MUIXSIU 



Art 1,113. I know it by heart— ** The member, 
who cannot keep his engagement^ for some cause, in- 
dependent of his will» must pay a fine of three^ 
thousand florins." Say that you can't» and pay 3,00(> 
florins. 

XULLEB. 

Three thousand florins ! Where am I to get them ? 

FIGHTEL. 

From Molda's fortune. 

XULLEB. 

Her fortune ! (proudly) But, no : what you ask m^ 
is impossible ! 

FICHTELi 

Muller! 

MULLEB — (dispairingly).. 

No ; leave me. But, it's hard— yes, it's hard, ancC 
it's wicked. If only for her sake, I don't want th& 
people to point with scorn at me in Canton — and yon 
come to tell me — there — just at the moment — oht J6e» 
it is very bad. (he moves atoay. j 



FICHTEL. 



Muller, come here I 
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Non, lauwe-moi. . . Ah I laisse-moi. . . Maisc'estbien 
dur d'avoir ngn6 oela. . . II sort rapidemenL J 

SCENE VL, 
FICHTEL. PRUTH. 

FICHTEIi. 



Holler!... MnUer!. 



I HUUiKB. 

No. Leave, ah ! leave me ! But, it's very hard to 
have signed that {Ee goes out quickly,) 

SCENE VI. 
FICHTEL-PRUTH. 

nOHTSLi 



lUULB. 



Sst-ce qne ta ne vas pas me ficher le camp, toi. . . 
(JZ souffle les bougies. -^ NuU.) 



FICHTEL. 

CristilEst-ilb^te!... 

PBTTTH. 

Je le savais. . . Yeux-ta filer?. . . 

JlCHTSXii 

Si c'^tait moi ! 

PBUTH. 

Toi 1 tn signeras comme les autres. 
ncHTKL, se sauwmU 

Hoi ! oh ! mais non. . . {Prulh lepoursvdt, — 29tdt — 
Le VUdtre rests vide, L'orchestre indique que la nuU se 
passe. — Ala Jin du morceau, on ouvre ks volels du de- 
hors, ei des Hies cwrisases se pmcherd omx wires pour 
voir dans la saUe,) 

SCENE VIL 

"WILHEH paraU au f<md el va icouter d laporte de 
MMa, puis Jaii siqne d tout le monds d^enlrer. — 
JEntr^e du ohoxtb. — Les femmes d'abord, les 
Jiommes ensuite, — Lhorloge marque huU heures.) 

CHCEUB. 

Cestiotir defgte. 
Que 1 on s'appr^te. 
Heurenz ^ponx 
B^veiilez-vous. . . 

Aprh le cheeur. 

TOJS. 

Honsienr Baab ! monsiexu Baab !. . • 

SCENE VIIL 
Lbs MiHes, BAAB, FICHTEL. 
BAAB, en bonnet de colon, 
Hein? qnoi? qn'est-ce qn'il y a mes enfants?. . . 

WILHBM. 

Eh bien ! 11 y a qn'il est hnit henres, 'et qne o*e8t 
Tnaage k hnit henres de r^veiller les ^ponz par nn cha- 



Mnllerl MnUerl 



PBUTH. 



Will yon take yonrself o£^ yon? (Re blows ona tA« 
candks. Night) 

nCHTEXo 

Oh, Lord ! Bnt, he is stupid. 

PBUTH. 

I knew it Will yon clear ont ? 



If itwerel! 



nOHTXIii 



PBUTH. 

Ton 1 Yon shall sign like the rest 

picHTKi*— (ruiminflr away). 

I ! Oh, bnt no! {Prulh foUouis him. NighL Th& 
stage remains empty. The orchestra indieaUs that the 
night passes. At the end of (he piece, the outer vnndow 
shutters are opened, and curious faces are seen endeavor^ 
ing to look into the room. ) 

SCENE VII. 

(WUhem appears at the back of the stage, and goes to 
listen at Molda*s door; then makes a sign to every one to 
enter. The loomen first, then (he men. Sight o'clock is 
marked by the dock.) 

CHOBUS. 

The day is breaking, 
Onr joy awaking— 
Bride, ope yonr eyes ; 
Bridegroom, arise. 



MOniienr Baab ! Monsienr Baab t 

SCENE VIII. 
Thb samb— BAAB,— PBUTH,— FICHTEIh. 

BAAB— (in a cotton bonneL) 
Eh ! What ! What's the matter, my children ? 

WILHKlf. 

Only this : It's eight o'clock, and that it's the cns- 
tom to ronse newly-married couples with mnsioal 
salutations. 
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Ah ! ooL liaiB sapristi, mes enfants ! 9a m'a joliment 
contrarid le jour de mes noces ... ne pourrait-on pas 
iute una exception. 

FICHTSL. 

Fas d'ezoeption. 

TOUS. 

Konlnon !... 

liCENE IX. 
Les Msmes, MOLDA. 

MOLDA. 

Oh ! mon Diea ! qu^est-ce qui se passe? 



Ma fille. o'est on usage bSte, mais c'opt an usage . 
Ta Tiens toute seole !. . . Od est ton ^poux?. . . 



MOLDA. 



MuUer?... 



Qui, Mnller 1 parblen ! ta n'as pau tfpous€ le grand 
tare? 

M0LDA« 

Jiais je ne I'ai pas tu, mon pax rain ! 

TOUS. 

fiein?... 

iQu'est-ce que tu dia ? . . . 

MOLDA. 

Mais parrain, Mailer n'a pa^ pam^ 

BdiAb. 

Ah ! Yoyons, ne disons pab de lietises. 

MOlDa. 

O'est la Y^rit^. 

BAAB. 



De toute la nait... 



Oh!... 



T0U3. 



£h bien ! 06 est-il ?. . . 

MOLDA« 

Je ne sais pas. . . 



Je ne sais pas. ... tu ne sais pas. .. Jour de Diea ! 
c'est une iarce . . . qu'on le cherche ! . . . 



Ah, yes ! But, by Jove ! it bothered me the day I 
was married. Could you not make an exception? 



No exceptions ! 
No! no! 



ALL. 



SCENE IX. 
The same— MOLDA. 

MOLDA. 

Ah, my God I What's the matter ? 

BAAB. 

My dear, it's a stupid custom^but, it is a custom. 
You come alone. Where's your husband? 

MOLDA. 

MuUer? 

BAAB. 

Yes, Muller ! Y'ou did not marry the grand Turk I 

MOLDA. 

I have not seen him, godfather. 

ALL. 

Eh! 

BAAB. 

What do you say ? 

MOLDA. 

But, godfather, he has not appeared. 



Ah ! come now, don't tell stories. 

MOLDA. 



BAAB. 



It's the truth. 
Not all night? 
Oh!— 

BAAB. 

Indeed t Where is he? 



MOLDA. 



I don't know. 



I don't know — you don't know — ^good gradous! 
What a farce ! Go search for him ! 
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T0U8. 



MaUer!... MuUer!... 

FiGHTJOi, le ramenant, le tient par e bras, et Jirdme par 
C autre, 

Je l*lu trouvd, moi ! le Toioi. . . 



D'oLi Yonez-Yoos?. . . oil aYez-YOos pass^ la nuit? 



SCilKE X. 



TOUT LE- MONDE. 
FINALE. 



Mnller ! Mnller ! affabl(i de la sorte^ 
D'oiiYient-il? 



Derri^re la porte, 
Je Tai ramnss^ daiis un coin, 
Blotti sons des bottes, sous des bottes de foin. 



Derriere la porte, 
n Ta ramasst^ dans nn com, 
Blotti sous des bottes, sons des bottes de foin. 

{On Hi) 
^ Quel sotte figure 

II fait pour un amant, 
Quelle etrange aYenture 
Et quel saiaissement I 



Approchez et Yeuillez nous diie 
Oik Yous aYez pass^ la nuit 

MULIiEB. 

Non, jauiais I j'aile delire. 

FICHTEL. 

Parlerez-Yous ? 

TOUS. 

Parlerez-Yous? 

fiAAB. 

Purierez-Yous? 

PBUTH. 

Parleiez-Yous? 

TOUS. 

i>ite8-nou8, monsieur le man^ 
0& Youfl aYez passd la nuit 

MXJLLBB. 

Gh^re Molda, toi que j 'adore ! 

Viens sur mon coeur, Yiens dans mes braa. 



MuUer! MuUerl 

FICHTEL — {bringing him back, holds him by one arm, and 
Jerome by the other,) 

Tye found him ! Here he is ! 



Where do you come from ? Where ha Ye you passed 
the night? 

SCENE X. 

FINALE. 



Tie MuUer 1 MuUer I thus that's tossed and tumbled. 
Whence, comes he? 

FICHTEIi. 

By the door I fumbled, 
And in a corner — there he lay, 

Hidden 'neath some trusses — 
'Neath some trusses of hay. 



By the door he fumbled. 
And in a comer— there he lay, 

Hidden 'neatih some trusses — 
'Neath some trusses of hay. 

{J hey laugh.) 

Oh, what a queer presentment ! 

Of one in loYe he'd make ! 
Oh, what a strange contentment ! 

And what a wmm to take ! 



Approach and tell, in manner serious, 
Where yxui'Ye passed the bridal nighu 

MULLEB. 

No, never, never— I'm delerious. 



Will you relate ? 



Will you relate? 



Will you relate? 



PBUTH. 



Will you relate? 



Tell us, young aud newly-married wighl^ 
Where you'Ye passed the bridal night 

ICULLEB. 

Oh, Molda, dear— my adoration ! 
Come to my arms — come to my heart I 
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HOLDA. 

Da moins H moi ne le direz-Tons pas. 

MULIiEB. 

Non ! non ! 

TOUS. 

Dites-lDi. DiteS'lni. 

MTIiLER. 

Nod, je ne le puis pas. 

TOUg. 

Quel strange aventure ! 
Ah ! ah ! vraiment, 
II fait ponr nn amani. 

'WiLEEM, apporlant dxt vin d des roiies. 

Anx nouYeanz ^ponx le matin, 
n est d'nsa^e qn'on prd^ente 
Da pain rdti dans dn bon yin, 
Et qae chacnn les complimente, 
Et que chacan. . . et que chacon. . . 



TOUS. 



Les complimente. 



Et que voulez-vous que j'en fasse ? 
Be tout cela je vous rends gr4ce. 

Frenard le plateau dallahi lejeterpar la croiste. 

Tenez ! 
Voyez ! 

TOUS. 

Ah ! de cette injure, 

Je le jure, 
Nous aurons raison, 

Molda s'efforcederelenir Mailer. 



WLLESL 

Malheur au premier qui s*aTance, 
Mon b&toQ 
Me fera raison 
De son insolence. 

Le rideau (ombe sur une scrte de miUe, 



MOLDA. 

To me, at least, the tale impart 

inTLLEB. 

No ! No! 

ALL. 

Tellither! Tellither! 

MX7LLBB. 

I cannot it impart 



What mighty odd contentment ! 

Oh I Oh! What a whim to take ! 
Oh ! What a queer presentment 

Of one in love he*d make ! 



wijjWSU— (bringing in wine and ioast). 

We seek, when mom begins to shine. 
The newly wedded, and present them. 

For cu^tom*s sake, some toast aud wine. 
And all should haste, and all should haste — 



To complement them. 

MULLEB — {taking the iray^ and gong to throw Uouicf ihe 
mndow). 

What should I do with such a plateful? 
For all your kindness I am grateful. 

Now, then. 
Look here. 



Insulting ! We shan't bear it 

And we swear it : 
We shall have redress. 

{Molda struggles to hold back MuUer.y 



Woe ! unto the first advancing. 

Me to press ! 

My good club's caress, 
Is safe to set him dancing. 

( 77^6 curtain falls on a sort qf a mSUe. 
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lie Preau de la Prison. 

J^etU mur crineli au fond. Au milieu du thi&tre, la chaire 
de justice, A ooU de la chaire, une potencepor anl une 
asset groste cloche avec sa corde. A droUe, porte con- 
duisard d la prison ; a gauche, porte d^erdrie avec un 
large guichd au wAlieu, 8ur une ptanchdte^ au<lessus 
de la chaire, une rangie de iimbales de diffireides gran- 
deurs, Une petite tab'e devant la cJiaire de justice pour 
legreffier, 

SCilNE PBEUIERE. 

An leyer da rldean, M. EAAB, coiff^ d'un bonnet de 
jnge, rend la justice. — A droite, lea hommes. 
WALTEB, JEROME, etc. — A gaache, les femmesr 
OABEN, POLA, etc. 

CHCEUB. 

FEMME& 

Ah I c*est abominable ! 
0*est B€f moqner de nous 
Le fait est incroyable 
Ciaignez notre conroax. 

Gare k tous {^fois,) 
O'est se moqaer de noos. 

Gare k vous. (bis) 
Oraignez notre couroux. 

Garek vons. {Ifois) 



<3'est Traiment incroyable 
D'oii leur vient leur courroax ? 
Soyons d'hamear traitable 
Filons doux, filons doox I 



Oui, oni, o*6st abominable ! 

QABEN. 

MoxLsietir le jnge de paix ! 



Monsienr Baab I 



Notre bon jnge. 

T 

Notre excellent jnge ! 



BIDEN. 



Silenoel 



The Prison Yard. 

A liiile embattled waU at back of stage. In the middle 
qfthe stage, the chair of justice. Beside the chair, a post, 
sustaining a rather large bell, with its cord. To the right, 
a door leading to the prison. To the left, a large gate, 
with a large wicket in the middle. Upon a shelf, above 
the chair, a row of cups of different sizes, A lHUe tMe 
before the ehair of justice for the derk. 



SCENE I. 

At the rising of the curtain, M. Raab, with a judges 
bonnet on his head, admisisters justice. To the right, the 
men—^WaUer, Jerotne, etc. To the l^t, the loomen — 
Oaben, Fota, etc, 

CHORUS. 

THE WOMEN. 

'Tis shameful— who'd odnceiye it ? 
We're humbugged and beguiled ; 
No mortal would believe it — 
Beware ! you'll drive us wild. 
Have a care, (four times) 
We're humbugged aud beguiled. 
Have a care, {twice) 
Beware ! you'll drive us wild. 
Have a care, {seven tirnes) 

THE MEM. 

No mortal would believe it, 
What 'tis that drives them wild ; 

Your anger wont relieve it, 
So, la£es, piay be mild. 

ALL. 

Yes, yes, it is shameful ! 

OABEN. 



Monsieur, the judge. 



Monsieur Raab ! 



Our good judge. 



Our excellent judge ! 



Silence! 



AGATH. 
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Hendez-nouB justice. 



Oni, oui. 



TOITTES. 



Silence ! Greffier faites faire silence, on je fais son- 
ner la cloche d'alarme. Ce n'eat pas nne justice de 
paiz, c*e6t nn club tyrolien. Voyons, parlez k votre 
tonr, Gaben. 

OABEN. 

Notre bon jnge. 

BAAB. 

De qnoi Tons plaignez-Tons? 

OAB2&N. 

De mon mari. 

BAAB. 

Tonrnez-Tons dn c6t^ de la jnstice. 
Qn'avez-TOUB ? 

OABEM. 

Moi, c'est mon mari 

BAAB. 

Qa'a-i-il fait ? Voyons votre plainte. 

OABZN. 

D a fait, je crois le pari 

De me traiter comme nne sainte I 

BAAB. 

II Tons traite pomme nne sainte. 
(ParZ^jEtTons? 

AGATH. 

Moi, i'ai bean Tadorer, 
Etre bonne, aimable et docile, 
n est, c'est k d^esp^er, 
DeTenn froid, sonrd, insensible? 

BAAB. 

Votis dites qn'il est insensible. 

POLA. 

Monsienr me d^aisse et me fdit. 
Qaand pr^s de lui je me d^m^ne, 
II ronfle hant tonte la nnit, 
Gela me cause de la peine. 

BAAB. 

Gela Tons canse de la peine ? 

IflTBZA. 

Depnis hnit jonrs, dans le canton, 
louvres murtyrs que nous sommes 
Nous nous Toyons k Tabandon, 



POLA. 

Grant ns justice. 

ALL. 

Yes, yes. 

BAAB. 

SHence I Glerk, keep silence, or I shall order the 
alarm bell to be rung. Is this a court room, or 
a Tyrolean club? Now then, Gaben, speak in youz 
turn. 

oabek: 
Our good judge— 

BAAB. 

What do you complain about ? 

OABKN. 

About my husband. 



Turn towards the Gourt 
What is it? 

OABKN. 

Sir, my man's to blame. 

BAAB. 

What*s he done ? Gome, tell your story. 

OABEN. 

He's ta'en an oath and keeps it well. 
To treat me like a saint in glqry. 

BAAB. 

He treats you like a saint in glory? 
{spoken) And you? 



Me ? I adore him night and day ; 

Am docile, goo<1, and call him master ; 
But, lately, Tm distressed to say. 

He's cold and dtsaf as alabaster. 



You say he's cold as alabaster. 



My good man now forsakes me quite, 

Altho' I toil, 'tis unavailing : 
He snores like trumpets ail tue night, 

And that's the cause of all my waiUng. 

BAAB. 

That's the canse of all your waiUng. 

'm7bza> 

Thro' all the Ganton, for a week, 

(Poor martyrs— could a cause be stronger?) 
We're left alone, tho' women week. 
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T0T7TES. 

Kos maris ne sont plus des homines. 

TOVTES, • 

Oni, oni, c'est affrenz ! 

POIaA. 

Nous ne le soiifirironB pas. 

TOUTBS. 

Non L.. non L .. {EUes morUrenl le poing a leurs maris. 

BAAB. 

Silence !. . . greffier ! . . Tenez, voyez, je snis chan- 
Te. Je n'ai m^x^e pins de cheyenz ^ m'arracher ! . . . 
Monsienr Pruth ! . . . Monsieur Frath ! 

SCENE II. 

liEs MiacES, PBUTH, II a une perruque tris-volyr 
mineuse, 

PBX7TH. 

Voil^. . . Toilk, monsienr Baab ... {A sen apparition 
tout le monde est interdiL) 



Ah !. . . {11 le corUemple avec stupenr) 

TOU8, riant 
Ah ! ah ! ah ! {On monlre saperruque.} 

FBITTH. 

Qnoi? 



Qn'est-ce qn'il a dono de change? {A Pruth. — Le 
hruii reccmmence.) Vonlez-vous me faire le plaisir 
de sonner ponr faire taire tons oes gens-lli ? {Pruth 
saisit la corde de la chche d sonn/e. — Silence. ) liais le 
cercle que j'administre est done devenu un enfer?... 
II 7 a huit jours 'k peine, Tunion ^tait dans les coeurs 
on 86 ddchire k belles dents!... Qu*est-ce que Tdus 
demandez?... 

PBUTB, h part, se frottard les mains, 
^a Ta bien ? ^a va bien ! 



B^pondez ! . . . Qu'est-ce que yous demandez ? 

SCi:NE IIL 
Les m£mes, MOLDA. 

MOLDA. 

Je vais yous le dire, moi ! 



Moldal 



TOUS. 



Our husbands, husbands are no longer ; 
Tea, yes, it is frightful ! 



POI«A. 

We will not stand it 



No! No? 
{Tkeg threaten their husbands with their fists,} 



Silence! Clerk! Stop— see Tm bald. Not a hair 
remuns to pull out ! Monsieur Pruth ! Monsieur 
Pruth! 

SCENE II. 
The same— PBUTH— (tD^ has a very large mg"). 



I am here, Monsieur Baab ! {everyone is cuioniaked 
at his appearance.) 



Ah ! (He looks at Pruth XDiih astonishment.) 

AJUL, 

Ah ! ah ! ah ! {AU point at his wig, laughing.) 

PBUTH. 



What is it? 



BAAB. 



What is it about him that's changed? {To PruUu 
The noise l)€gins again. ) Will you hayo the goodness to 
ring that bell, in order to make these people keep 
silent {Prulh takes hold of the rope and rings, si- 
lence I CThe district which I administer has become a 
bedlam. Only eight days ago, union was in all hearts. 
Now, they're ready to tear each other to pieces 1 
What do you want ? 

PBTTTH — {aside, rubbing at his /uincb). 
All goes well ! All goes well ! 

BAAB 

Answer! What do you demand? 

SCENE III. 
The same— MOLDA. 



I will tell you. 



Moldal 



HOIiDA. 
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Hon ottole ! 



MOLDiL 



BAAB. 



II n*y a plus d'onde ici !. . . Qaand j'ai one toque* ]e 
ne oomuds plus de famille I Je ne oonnais qne la jus* 
tioe!... 



Eh bien I moiudear le juge, il y a que noas deman- 
dons le divorce !. . . 



PBUTH. 

^a va bien ! 9* ^^ ^^^t^ ' 



Le divotee ! je le savais, mais comme juge je dois 
I'igoorer I. . . Le divorce ? mais pourqaoi ? 

OABEN. 

G'estparceqne. .. 



Ce n'esi pas k tous que je parle. Sais-tu bien ce qne 
«*est que le divorce, ma ni^ce ? 

MOLDA. 

Non, monsieur le juge. 



Eh bien ! qu*est-ce qui t'a fourr6 9a dans la t^te ? 

MOLDA. 

Mais o*est grand'm^re done, k laquelle j'ai ^t^ ra- 
«onter tout ce qui e'est passd 

BAAB 

Ou plut6t tout ce qui ne s'est pas pass^ depuis ton 
manage aveo ce gredin de Muller. 



Oui, mon oncle ! alors, grand'm^re B*est mise daxis 
xme colore terrible 1 Elle a levd son b&ton sur Jui en 
disant ! . . . je ne bJls plus tout ce qu*elle lui a dit ! . . . 
Mais il paralt qu*il s'est bien mal conduit k mon 
•dgard 1 



Tucrois? 



Grand*m^re a dit que personne k sa place ne se se- 
lait conduit comme lui 1 Enfin, grand'm^re veut que 
nous divorcions. 



•Oui ! oui I 

Monsieur Pruth I 
Monsieur Baab I 



TOUIES. 

BAAB. 
PBUTH. 



KOLDA. 



Unde-^ 



Here ! there*8 no relations. When I have my cap 
on, I know no relations : I only know justice. 



MOLDA. 

Well, then, Judge, we demand to be divorced ! 

PBUTH. 

All goes well ! All goes well ! 



Divorce 1 I knew it ; but, as' judge, I ought to be 
ignorant of it ! Divorce l—but, why ? 



Because — 



OABEN. 
BAAB. 



I did not address you. Do you know what divorce 
means, niece ! 



No, ^dge. 



Who, then, has put that into your head? 

MOLDA. 

* Grandmother, to whom I told what had occurred. 



Or what did not occur, since your marriage with 
that rapscallion, Muller. 



MULLEB. 



Tes, uncle. Then grandmother, got into a terrible 
passion. She raised her stick to him, sajiog — I 
lorgot all she said to him, but it seems he acted very 
badly towards to me 1 



You think so? 



Grandmother says no one, in his place, would have 
acted towards me as he has done. So, my grand- 
mother wishes to have us divorced. 



Yes! Yesl 

Monsieur Pruth ! 
Monsieur Baab ! 



PBUTH. 
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Mais qu'est ce qu'il a done de ohangd? Faites yenir 
Taccua^ Mailer I. . . (// vexUs'aarrcher les cheveuz.) Oh • 
j*oablie toujours que je n'ai plus de cheveux ! 

SCENE IV. 
Lbs Hemes, MULLEB. 

FfiDTH, hcis d MuUer, 

€oaxage ! tont le canton a les yeuz sur toL (A part ) 
llsi-Ub^teo^ petit-Ik! 

RAAB, d Mil ler. 

Garnement... serpent qnej'ai r^chanff^, on plutdt 
<qae j'ai voula r^chaufi'er dans le sein de ma.ni^oe 1 R^- 
ponds I sais-tu bien qne ta Molda, que ta ^tais si press^ 
^'^pooser. . . Foorquoi ^tais-tu si press^?. , . ma pa- 
traqne n'allait pas assez vite!... Polisson! elle de- 
snande le divoroe ! 



Honsieuir Baab ! 



Ta femme n'est done pas jolie ? 

MUIXEB. 

Chlsi!... 



Elle a peut-^tre des d^fieints ... (A Molda, ) Si ta as 
des dd&nts dis-le I 

MOLDA. 

Hon oncle, grand'm^re dit qae non. 

BAA£. 

Grand'mfere dit que non !. . . Ah ! c'est k s'arracher 
les che?eaz. 



Ne faites pas 9a!... {A part) £t pais, je n*en ai 
plasbesoin?... 



Enfln I ici je sals la loi !. . . Yoas demandez le di- 
^-oroel 

TOUTES. 

On! ! oai ! 



B.ouvrant le livre de la hi 

Attendn. . . qae le divorce est admis. . . moi, Jean- 
Isidore-Max Baab, juge da oercle de Grogaleaude- 
sedlitz, j'pavre le code da manage tyrolien. . . et je lis : 
** Tout ^pooxqaidemande la separation de corps de- 
vra an pr^Jable et saiyant Tosage, passer yingt-quatre 



What is theie changed about the fellow ? Bring in 
Mailer, the accused, (/ie wishes to tear his hair.) Oh I 
Fm always forgettiug that Tve got no more hair ! 

SCENE IV. 
T^E SAME— MULLEB. 

PBUTH— Ctoio, to MuUerJ. 

Courage 1 all the Canton have their eyes on youl 
{Aside) How stupid that Uttle fellow is ! 

BAAB— ('to MuUer), 

Wicked wretch ! Serpent that I warmed — or rather 
that I wished to warm— in my niece's bosom ! 
answer ! Do yoa know that your Molda, whom you 
were in such a hurry to marry— why were you in 
such a hurry? My old dock did not go quickly 
enough. Worthless fellow I She demands to be di« 
yorced. 

MUIjIiEiB* 

Monsieur Baab! 



is not your wife pretty? 

MULLEB. 



Oh, yes ! 



BAAS. 



Perh. ps she's got defects, (to Molda) If you've got 
defects, say so. 

MOLDA. 

Uncle, grandmother says no. 

BAAB. 

Grandmother says, no! Ah! it's Enough to make 
one tear his hair out 



Don't do that— (aside) and, then, I don't want any 
more. 



To conclude : Here I am, the law. Tou ask me to 
be divorced ? * 

WOMEN. 

Yes! Yes! 



^(opemng a laio hook). 

Divorce being lawful. I, Jean Isidore Max Baab, 
judge of the district of Grogaleandesedlitz, open the 
household code of Tyrol— and read— ♦* Every married 
person, who demands separation, must previously, and 
according to usage, pass twenty-four hours, in tete-a« 
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heures en t^te ^ t^te avec sa moiti^ dans la prison da 
canton ! " 1a prison ne toos fait pas penr ?. . . 



' T0T7TB8; 



Non ! non I 



C'dst bien ! allez ohereher tos bonnets de nnit ! ( Jie- 
prise du chceur. — Sortie,) 



SCiNE V. 



PBUTH, BAAB. 



Quel tapage! qnelle s^noe!... Comprenez - Tons 
^elqne chose k eela, monsieur Pruth ? 



Calamity! 



Bigne des temps I 



VBUTU. 



PBUTU. 



Koos nons rattraperons snr les timbales; depnis 
qninze jonrs en avons nous gagn^ de oes timbales, 
hein?... {11 ltd monire vne rang^e de timbales de diffi' 
rentes grandeurs,) 



Ce Mailer ! qoi est-ce qoi aurait dit cela. . . toat 
fea, tout fliihime ! 



Fen d'artifice !. . . 



PBUTU. 



Da reste 9a se voit tons les joors. H y a autre chose, 
monsieur Pruth, je le saurai I. . . Qu*est-ce qu'il a done 
sur lat^te t... {11 sort) 



SCENE YL 

PBUTH seuL 

0'est-)i-dire que tu ne sauratf rien du tout ! £t de- 
maia le divorce sera prononcd !. . . et. . . tous ne vous 
doutez pas de ce qui m'arrive?. . . A force d'emp^cher 
Muller de manqner k son serment ! de yeiller sur Mol- 
da I. . . k mon &ge. . . apr^s ayoir tout perdu. . . je ne 
sais pas k quo! 9a tient. . . si c'est parce que j'ai des 
cheyeu3C, mais j'en suis deyenu amoureuz I . . • chut I., 
faat pas le dire. . . mais quand je pense que demain il 
il n'y aura plus que moi de gar9on dans le canton 1 . . . 
chut ! . . . faut pas le dire I . . . 



t^te with his better half, in the prison of the Canton I 
The imprisonment does not frighten you? 



WOMBN. 



No ! No I 



Very good ! Go and fetch your nigt capo. 

(Chwns. IheygooHt} 



SCENE V. 
PBUTH— BAAR 



What a row ! What a session ! Do yon nndenrtand 
this affair, Monsieur Pruth ? 



Calamity! — 



Sign of the tames I 



PBXTTH. 



In the matter of cups, well soon nuJke up for lose 
time. How we've won them for the last fifteen days — 
look at that ! {He shows him a row of cups of deferent 
sites.) 



This Muller ! Who'd have thought it ! All fire U 
all flame I 



PBTTTH. 



Fireworks t 



There is something else. Monsieur Pnith, I will 
know it What has he on his head? (Fe goes out ) 



43CENB VI. 



PBUTH — 'aUme). 

Youll know nothing about it ; and, to-morrow, the 
divorce shall be decreed! and you don't know 
what I'm about By preventing Muller fiom breaking 
his oath, and watching over Molda! — at my age- 
having lost everything — ^I don't know how it happens. 
If it's because I've regained my hair— but Fm in Ioyc — 
hush ! it must not be whispered— but^ when I think 
that to-morrow there'll be no bachelor in the Canton 
but myself— hush ! it must not be mentioned 1 
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SCENE VIL 

PRUTH, PICHT EL. Jl m retoume et aper^oU 
FielUel, qui est entr^ et est aXU s^asseobr mar la t<Me du 
gr^ffier, 

ncBTEL, fumarU une pipe, 
Bonjonr, mon onole !. . . 

PXUTH. 

Qo'eet-ce qrie tn yiens faire ici, gamement? 

7ICHTSI<. 

Je yiens famer une pipe aveo tous ! . . . Ditee done 
mononcle?... 

PBUTH. 

Tu n'as pas bienidt fini de m'appeler oomme 9a ? 

FXGBTKL. 

Dites done, mon onc!e? {II hd mvoU une bouffie d$ 
tabac) 



A son Age. . . {II tousse,) Fumeron ! H a tons les -n- 
ces, ee gnenz-Ui. 

TXCHTKL. 

En parlant de yioe, toub savez qne Totre oondnlto ne 
me convient pas da tont. . . oh ! mais Ik, pas dn tont» 
mon onole!.. . 



EnT^riUS? 



PBUTH. 



nCBTXL. 



Parole dlionnenr ! D*abord je ne venx pas ^ponser 
Molda. 

PBUTH, apart 

Oomme 9a se tronve ! 

FZCHTEL. 

lies femmes, Toyez-vons, je oommenoe %.,. {11 JtHt 
ie g€si€ ^un gar^on quiw^ade (rop. ) paroe qne j'ai r^ 
il^cfai, qnand tous aurez fait prononcer le divorce. . . 
ak>TB j'aorai done denx cantons snr lee bras. . . ah I 
mais non. je ne pourrois pas, mon onole. 

PBUTH. 

Eh b'en ! justement, yoilk ce que je disais : c*est le 
moment d'envoyer Fichtel, oe bon petit Flohtel, faire 
son tour d'Europe. . . j'ai jastement uHe petite vielle 
tonie neuye, qui me rient de ma grand'm^re. . . 



nCHZEL. 



M^rci. 



SCENE VII. 

FICHTEL— PRUTH— (<wr7w and sees Fichid, who has 
enieredf and sa down at the derk's ictUe). 

FiGHTXL — {smoking a pipe). 
Good day, nnole ! 

PBUTH. 

What do you want, yagabond ? 



I came to smoke a pipe with yon. Say, nnole ! 



Won't yon giye np calling me so ? 

nCU'XHL. 

Say, nnole ! {Ee blows his smoke inio hisjaee,) 

PBUTH. 

At his age ! (oou^^) He has every yioe— thai 



FIGHTMLt 



Talking of yice— do yon know that yonr oondnoi 
does not sait me, at all ] Oh ! not all, nnde ! 



Tmly? 

On honor ! First, I don't want to marry Molda. 

vtLxrm— (aside). 
How that suits me ! 



Women, yon see, I begin to — {hs makes a gesture to 
indioaie that he Jms had too much) ; beoanse, Pto re- 
flected—when yon shall have had the divorce an- 
nonnoed— then, TU have two Cantons to look after. 
Ah ! it's too much ! I can't do it, nnole ! 

PBUTH. 

Indeed ! Exactly ! I was jnst saying to myself this 
is jnst the moment to send Fichtel— that good little 
Fichtel, to make his toor of Europe. Pye a little 
hnrdy-gpirdy, qnite new, that came from my grand- 
mother. 



JXCUTJBL. 



Thanks I 



Digitized by 



Google 



52 



LA TIMBALE D'ARGENT. 



Tu aimes peai-^tre mieux one harpe. . . t^auras une 
iiarpe... 

FICHTEZfc 

MercL 

PBUTH. 

Un accordion, nn trombone, ce que tu voudras ! 

FICHTEIi. 

Merci?. . . Furcear d'oncle ! c'est bon pour ceux qui 
ii*otit rion, oe mt^tier-la . . . mais moi, je suis riche . . . 

• PBUTH. 

Tu es riche !. . . Assieds-toi. . . yeux-tu du feu ? (7/ 
aUuTM une aUumeUe,) Comment 9a. . . tu es riche? 

FICHTEL. 

Sana doute j'ai mon onole 1. .. 

PBUTH. 

Ton oncle ?. . . moi ! (11 ittini l^attumetU.) 

FIGHTEZi. 

Sana doute, mon onde, qui ya Sponsor Mold*. . . et 
lessixmillefl... 



Hoi! 



PBUTH, (Illui retire sa chaise. 



nCHTZZi. 



Maifl, allez-y done !. . . Est-oe que je ne Tois pas yos 
manigances ? Epousez ; moi, j'aime mieux oela, 

Ce Cher Fichtel ! 

nCHTBL. 

Ce cher oncle !. . . Je ne yous quitterai plus 1 

PBUTH, has, 
C'est moi qui yais te Mre partir, petit gredin 1 

FICHTEL, has. 
C'est moi qui yois clair dans ton jem ! 

SCENE VIIL 

Les Hemes, M L DA. 

PBUTH, regardant d 2a canionouie, 
Tiens I justement la yoilk !. . . File !. . . 

fichtel. 
Qui 9a? Molda?. . . ma future tante?. . . La yoilk I 

PBUTH. 

Mais file done ! 



PBUTH 

You'd like a harp better? You must haye a harp. 



Thanks! 



FICHTEL. 



PBUTH. 

An accordeon— a trombone— whateyer 70U like I 

FICHTEL. 

Thanks, humbug of an uncle. That will do for 
those who have got nothing— that trade will ; but, 
for me— I*m rich ! 

PBUTH. 

You're riehl Sit down. Do you want a light? 
(Be strikes a maich. ) How ! is it you're rich ? 

FICHTEL. 

Certainely.— I've got my uncle. 

PBUTH. 

Your uncle ?— me . . . {He Hows oui the candle. ) 

FICHTEL. 

Certainly ! My uncle, who's going to marry Molda 
and the six thousand flir~ 



II 



VBXJTK— .takes away his chair). 



Go on— don't I see your plotting? Marry — for 
mysell^ I prefer that. 

PBUTH. 

This, dear Fichtel? 

FICHTEL. 

Dear uncle, I'll neyer leaye you. 

PBUTH— (cwidc). 
Little wretch ! I'll send you on your trayels. 

FICHTEL — {aside) . 
'Tis I see your little game. 

SCENE VIII. 
The sabi^— MOLDA. 

^RXJTR— (looking hehind the scenes). 
Hold I Here she comes ! Clear out ! 

FICHTEL. 

Who? Molda, my future aunt? Here she is. 



PBUT& 



Get off 
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FicHTEL, soriant. 
Tu.payeras tont 9a, mon oncle ! (11 sort.) 

PBTJTH. 

Molda, Miiller . . . Entrez . . mais entrez done. 
Hou>l enire, ^ a sea effets de* nuU dans son imouchoir^ 

Oai, monsieur le geolier. . . j'apporte mon petit pa- 
qnet.,,. mon bonnet de nuit 

PRUTH, avec conuoitise. 
fibn bonnet de xiQit. .. 



Oh ! c'eet bien diir tout de m^me, monsiear le geo- 
lier, d'etre obliged de se f Sparer de 6on man apr^ 
qninze jours de mariage. . . 

PRUTB. 

£t dites-moi ... Ik... entre nous. . . hein ? 



Qaoi? 



HOLDA. 



' PBX7TH. 

YoTis n*ayez pas tr6mp^ le jage? 

IffOLDA. 

Ifcn' I trobrfier nn monsiear ansei boDorabl^qne' 
M. Baab? 

* II n'esi pas possible qne Totre mari TOfOS ait. . . d^* 
laiss^e k oe point 

MOLDA, scupirani 

J*ai dit tonte la y6ni6 . . . Mais Tons le savez bien! 
pnisqne, depuis ce jour Ik, vous ne le qnittez plus. 

PRUTH# I 

l£ai8 je ne sxxis pas toujours Ik ! . 

IfOLDA. 

Eh bien I o'est tonjours la m^me chose, monsieur 
Pmth. 

FBUTH. 

YriJioent?. . . Parole d'honnenr?. . . 

MOUOA. 

Parole d'honnenr, monsieur Pmth I 

PRUTH. 

PauTre petite I. . . Ifais il y en a d'antres, Molda I.. . 
II y enad'antres!... 



Oblnonl... 
Oh ! oh ! Id ! 



MOLDA. 
PBUTH. 



FicHTEL — {going oitQ. 
You'll pay for this, uncle. (He goes out) 

PRUTH. 

Molda Muller— come in, come in-— don't hesitate. 
UohDA^{eniering, toUh her ^ects in a handkerchief} 

Oh, yes, Mr. Jailer, Tve brought my little packet— 
my night cap. 

PRxna— (cowetoiwZy). 
Her mght cap ! 

MOLDA. 

Oh, all the same, it's Teiy hard to be obliged to 
separate from one's husband, after fifteen daj:i| of 
marriage. 

PRUTH. 

Well, tell m&— here— in confidence. Eh? 

MOLDA. 

What? 

PBUTH. 

Ton haven't decfiiy^ the Judge? . 

MOLDA. 

I deoeire so hoiiorable a gentleiftaa ae Monsiear 
Baab? 

MmXEB. 

It's not possible that your husband has abandoned 
you to this degree ? 

MOLDA — (sighing), 

I've told the whole truth, but you know it, well 
enough, since you have never left him since that day. 

PBUTH. 

Tes, but Tm not always present 

MOLDA. 

Well, it's always the same story. Monsieur Prath. 

PRUTH. 

Truly? On honor? 

MOLDA. 

On honor, Monsieur Pruth. (She weeps), 

PBUTH. 

Poor girl I But, Molda, there otheis— there are 
others! ' 



Ah, no! 
Oh ! Oh ! 



MOIJ[>A. 
FICHTBX* 
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Oh ! non 1 



PBVTB. 



M. Baab !. . . Nous reprendroiui cet entretien plus 
tard. . . {ISMremewL) Ceei bien, madame Hvller !. . . 
Et, Yons saTez 1. . . moi, je ne oonnaiB qn'one aenle 
ohoM... laooxudgne ... 

SCENE IX. 

PBUTH, MOLD A., raogeant sea effete ; RAAB entre; 
il eat absorbs daDS sea reflexions. 



llais qa'est-oe qti'il y a? 

PBUTH. 

On n'a jamais pn sayoir. 



Eh bien ! moi, je Tai trouv^ 
PBxrrH. 
Yous Fayez ?. . . Je serais carieiox. . . 



Venx-tn me faire le plaisir d'aller enfermer chaqne 
manage dans nne cellale, "Ibi?. ... 

PBOTIL 

OoL monsieur Baab. . . {dpart) U Fa tioay^ !. . . B 
ne manqaerait pins que cela !. . . {U «or<) 

SCENE X. 
BAAB, MOLDA. 



Bonsoir, madame Mailer. 

HOLDiL. 

Bonsoir, monsieur le juge ! 

. BAilB. 

Non... quand je n'ai plus ma toque, enfant, ne 
m*appelle pas monsieur le juge. . . appelle-moi ton on- 
cle. . . appelle-moi. . . ton ami. . . 



Mon bon oncle ... 9a me fait plaisir, paree que j'ai 
joliment du chagrin, allez ! . . • 



Oh,nol 



MOLDA. 



Monsiear Baab! Well renew this oonveraatioB 
later on—iSeverdy) very good, Madame Mnller I And 
yon understand— I onfy know one thing— my dafy ! 



SCENE IX. 

PBUTH— MOLDA {arranging her ^aoCs.)— BAAB (ea- 
Urs, dbaofbed in his r^fUeUotu,) 



Bui, what's the matter ! 

PBUTH. 

It has neyer been diacoyered. 



rye found it— I haye. 

PBUTH. 

Ton haye ? I should be euxioui. 



Be land enough to go and shut up eaoh fitmilj in a 
separate cell— you. 



Yes, Monsieur Baab. {oHde) He has it That 
would fix it (He goes out ) 

SCENE X. 
BAAB— MOLDA. 



Good eyening, Madame Muller. 

MOLDA. 

Good evening. Judge. 



Voyons... as-tu bien rt^fl^chi?... Une separation, 
c*e8t grave !. . . Pourquoi?. . . praoe que ton mari est 
f roid . . . Kst-ce un si grand crime ? . . . 



No ; when I've no longer my oap on, child, do not 
call me Judge — call me unde—oall me your friend. 

MOI^A. 

My good uncle— that does me good ; because, Fm 
much troubled — ^much, indeed. 



Let us see— have you thought about this ? A sepa- 
ration. It*s very ser ous. "Why? Because, your hu»- 
band is cold. Is it then so great a crime? 
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Oh ! oni, a116s 1. .. Grand'maman tne I'a dit. . . elle 
vn'adit des ohoseB... oh I... il est impardonnable, 
monsieiir le juge. 



Oui, je saiB biea. . . je sais bien. . . maia o'est peut- 
^tre ta faute. 

MOLDA. 

2De ma &ato ! ok ! maia non. . . paroe que. . • 



JParoeque, quoi? 

VOIiDl. 

'Ftooe que jeae demande paa mieoz. 



ICaia loraqme tu aa ▼« ton man si froid k ton <$gaid« 
•qn^est-ce que taaaiait? 



Bien. 



«Qa*eBt-ce qae tn as dit? 



MOLDl* 



Bien ... ah ! si ! je Tai dit k grand'm^re. . . £t grand' 
sn^re a tapd dessos ! 



.£lle a tapd desava 1 Ge n^eet pent-^tie pas eaffiaant. 

MOZJ>A. 

Jih ! maia il fallait voir ^al 



mtoi? 



MqijeTaiboadd. 



Oui, mais bonder n^est pas jouer. Vojona. . • aimea- 
•a ton mari? 



MOLD^ 



'Ah ! je !« erois bien ! 



.£h bien ! mei, it ta place. . . 

MDIAA. 

/'A ma plaee . . . 



J'eaayemis autre oiMae... j'eaeayeraia d*dtro oo- 
4|aette 



Ah, yea ! Grandmother aaid ao. She told me aoch 
things ! Oh I It*s unpardonable, Judge. 



Yes, I know, very veil ; I know» very wolL But^ 
perhaps it*a your &ult 

XOLDA. 

My fault ! Oh, but no, beoauae^ 



Becauae what? 

KO]J>JL. 

Beoaise Tm quite willing. 



But, when yon aaw your huaband io oold in yoor 
regard, what did you do ? 

MOXJ>A. 

Nothing, 



What did you aay? 



MOLDA. 



Nothing. Ahl yea: I told grandmothar, and 
grandmother beat him. 



She beat him ! Ferhapa, that'a not enough. 

UOhDJL 

J^h ! but yon ahould have aeen that 
And you? 
I pouted. 



KOLDA. 



Tea, but to pout is not to toy. Let us see— do yon 
love your husband ? 



Yes, very much. 



Well, were I in your place — " 

MOXJIA. 

In my plaoe ! — 



rd try something else— Fd try to be coquettuh. 
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Ah 1 mais non ! ah mais non ! C'est bien ddfenda par 
notre pasteiur. 



Alors, tn yenz te sdparer de Muller ! 

MOIJ)A. 

OK ! s'il y avait un moyen . . . 

BAAB. 



By en a plusieors . . . 



UOLT>Ju 



Vial ! oh ! dites-les moi, monsienr Baab. . . excepts 
lacoqnetterie... 



C'est ectendii, pmsqne M. le pastenr le defend !. . . 
Saifr-tn que ta es vraioient gentiUe. . . des yens . . . un 
nez. . . une bouche. . . ris nn pen. . . 



MoiiDA, riant malgri die. 



Ah ! ah !. . . 



Elle a des dents adorables !• . . As-tn montr^ tes 
deists k ton man ? 

MOLDA. 

Pent-^tre oni. . . peut-^tre non. . . je ne sais pas. . . 

RAAB. 

II fitnt les lui montrer. 

HOLDA. 

Oni. . . Tons avez raison. . . Orand'm^re disait : faut 
Ini montrer les dents. . . 

BAAB. 

Et quel pied ! Voyons ta jambe ? 

HOLDA, c^8 des hisUaiUmB. 
Toilk, monsienr le juge. 



Oharmante. . . Ton mari n*a jamais tvl ta Jambe ?. • • 

MOLDA. 

n ne me I'a jamais demand^. 

BAAB, d hiirmime, 
J'en ^tais sta I. o'est la fitnte des femmes I. . • 

M0U>A. 

0*eBt oe qae disait grand'm^re. ICais alore^ elle a^ait 
done zaison qnand elle r^pdtait : 



UOVOJL 



Ooqaettish! Oh, no! We're forbidden hy th^ 
pastor. 



Then, yon wish to separate from Muller? 

MOIJ>A» 

Oh ! If there were a way- 



There are plenty. 



MOLDA. 



Indeed ! Oh ! tell me them, Monsieur Baab, except 
coquetting. 



That's agreed— since the pastor foibids it t Do yoo 
know yon*re yery pretty?— such eyes» a nos^ a 
mouth— langh a little. 

MOLDA — (laughing, in ^ite of hers^}. 
Ah! ah! 



8he*s got adoreable teeth ! Did yon ever show your 
husband your teeth? 

MOLDA. 

Perhaps yes, perhaps no : I don't know; 



Yon should show them. 

MOLDA. 

Yes, you're right Grandmother said yon mnsti 
show him your teeth. 



And, what a foo4 ! Let ns see the ankle* 

uouDk— {after some hesitation). 
There it is, Judge. 

BAAB. 

Charming ! Your husband has nevey seen yous- 
ankle? 

MOLDA» 

He neyer asked to^ 

BAA&— ffo MiTlS^)^ 

I knew it It's the &nlt of the women, t 

ISOUML 

That's what grandmother said. B&t^ then, sha w&a 
right when she repeated i 
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Fant Ini Bonrire en minandant 
6i tu veuz que 9a r^aKsisse. 
Kcr endns pas d« montrer les dents, 
FaiS'lui de doux yens en coulisse. 
'Pais si 9a mord tu lainses choir, 
Sans poartant sortir de ton rdle, 
Ta gtumpe afin qu'il pnisse voir 
Un petit coin de ton dpanie. 

Comm*9a. . . 
C'est ainsi qu'on enj61e. {Bis,) 

Comm*9a ! 

Laisae ensnite glisser ta main 
Oomme oela, pui^ avec grftce 
Sonleyant nn tout petit brin 
Ton gentil jupon qui dc^passe. 
Ta <poarra8 laisser entrevoir. 
Juste ansez pour que 9a I'taquine, 
Bose et bordd de satin noir, 
Ton pied mignon, ta jambe flne 1 
Oomme 9a. Etc. 



)}e n'ai rien li t*apprendre. C^est efifectivement 
ftTeo oen b^tises-la {Chuntant) que Tonenchatne, que 
Von entratne I'esp^ce humaine, quand o'est bienfait... 
C'est ponr le bon motif. . . (72 vapour sortir) Allons 
visiter les antres. {Molda le retient.) 



Si Tons Tons en sllez, moQsienr Raab, je n'oserai 
jamais. 



Je ne pnis pourtant pas rester lit. . • 

MOU>A. 

8i Tons Tons en allez, je n'oserai jamais !. . 



Attends I. . . Je Tas te dpnner qnelqae chose qui te 
donnera dn conrage. 



Qnoi done ? 



HOLDA. 



BAAB. 



Tn Terras I Yiens I Snis-moi ... {A pari ) Et ma foi ! 
s'il le fant, je grise tout le canton ! (E<»a. ) Viens, ma 
petite Molda I 

UOXDA. 

Oh ! monsienr le jnge I . . . Que Tons ^tes done bon !.. 
{llswrtenL) 

SCilNE XI. 
PRUTH, pnis MULLEB. 

PBtTTB, qui tslenlri sur les demih'e phrases et 
s*est cachi derrUre la chaire. 

Ah ! le jnge madr^ I. . . Voyez-Tons 9a, si je n*<<tais 
pas Ik I. . . il corromprait ma socidt^ I. . . Oh I Mnller I 



If yon'd snccAed, "with snules begin. 

And coax him on with pretty feces ; 
To show good teeth is not a sin, 

Nor throw soft eyes in quiet plaoas. 
Then, if he bites quite cariessly. 

Without appearing one bit bolder, 
Let fall your scarf, so he may see 

A little comer of yonr shoulder — 
Just so ! 

. 'Tis thus the men we should wheedle, (5i«.> 
Jnst so 1 

Then, let yonr hand, in ioying, ffii 

like that ; and, with a graceful motion, 
Just raise your skirt, the smallest bit, 

As tho* of it yoa had ^o notion. 
Barely enough his glance to meet, 

But just enough to tease, disclosing 
An ancle neat and tiny feet. 

In rosy silken shoou reposing — 
Just sol etc, etc. 



But IVe nothing to teach yon. It's with those stn* 
pidities that man is led. When it's well done, it's for 
a good motive. {He ruies to go oyi.) "We must visit 
the others. {Molda holds him.) 



MOIiDA* 

If yon go away, Monsienr Baab, I'll never have 
conrage. 

RAAB. 

And yet I can't remain^ 

MOLDA. 

If yon go away, I'll never muster conrage. 

BAAB, 

Wait ! I'll send yon spmething that will give yov 
courage. 



MOLDA. 



What is it? 



You'll see. Come, follow me. (Astde-) And faith^ 
if neoesary, I'll set the whole canton drank. {AUmd.^ 
(3ome, Molda, my girl. 

MOLD. A 

Ah I Judge, how good yon are I 



{TheygoouL) 



SCENE XI. 



PllUTH, then MULLER. 

VRvrm—Cwho has entered on the last phrases and hH 
behind the bench). 

Ah I cunning Jndge I Yon see, if I were not then^ 
he wonld corrupt my society ! Oh ! Mailer I 
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KCTLIiEB. 

Allons, Muller !. . . il le faut. . . mon gar9oiL J'avais 
bien besoin de me &ire recevoir membre de eette man- 
<iite Booi^t^. . . Voilk oil j'en sms maintenant. . . faut 
divoroer. . . Moi qui aime bien le Tin. je ne bois plus 
que de Teau !. . Moi qui adore lee cdteletten. . . je 
mangedeBsalsifisI... Moi qui aiine taut Molda... 
nous Toilk s^par^.. ei Tingt-qaatre heures de prison... 
sans oompter lea ooupa de b^tondela grand'm^re* 
Enfln au moins jeiaend reat^ uu honnSte gar900L ! 

PBX7TB* 

Tu en Mens rdoompenstf par restime de toi-m^me. 

KDULiKB. 



C'estbiendurl 



PBUTH. 



Ta n'ee pas an bout 

XITLLKB. 

<2a'e8i-ce qui ponrrait m'airiTer de pis ? 

PBT7TH. 

Attends. . • Pouss^ par le m^me ddmon qui tenta 
£y^. . . ta femme Ta te tenter. 

MUIXSB. 

Ta me tenter?. . . Je ne comprendspas !. •• 

PBUTH. 



Tat'agacer?.. 



Ahlbahl 



Tnr^sisteras?. 



MULLBB. 



MULLBB. 



J'j tftohend. (Apart) H me fait peur, oet homme* 
la! 

PBUTH. 

Jure. 

ICULLBB. 

Je Jure de faire tout mon possible, monsieur Tapdtre ; 
■nais si le d^on I'emporte ? 



Tu le terrasseias. 



CTest facile k dire. . . Qaand nous ^tions libres. . . et 
*que je sentais qu*il allait ^tre le plus fort je me sau- 
'vais. . . MaiB en prison, o'est impossible. 



Oui. . . o*e8t parfaitement juste, et je ne puis ^tre Ik, 
toujours Ik. . . 11 faudrait qaelque chose. . . Tu vois 
bien oette eorde. . . {II bH monlre la carde de la chche 
^d^alarfM,) 



Cheer up, Muller. There's no remedy, my boj. 
I would become a member of this cursed sooiefy. 
Here's where I am now— must be divorced. 1, wha 
love wine, drink nothing' but water. I, who adora 
chops, eat only galsify. I, who so dearly love Molda. 
and now we're separated, and twenty-four hours of 
prison, without counting the blows of the grand- 
mother. However, I shall have remained an honaafc 



PBUTH. 

You'll be rewarded by your self respect. 

MULLBB. 



It's very hard I 



PBUTH. 



You're not done yet 

KUIiLSB. 

What worse could happen me ? 

PBUTH. 

Wait! Urged by the same demon that tempted 
Eve, your wife's going to tempt you. 

IfULLBB. 

Going to tempt me ? I don't understand. 

PBUTH. 



Going to tease you. 



Ah! bah! 



KULLBB. 



PBUTH. 



You will resist? 

KULLBB. 

Ah ! Bah I I'll try— (aside) that man frightens i 



Swear. 



PBUTH. 
MULLBB. 



I swear to do my best, Mr. Apostle— but, if the 
demon should win? 

PBUTH. 

You'll knock him down. 



That's easily said. When we were free, and I felt 
he was about to have the best of it^ I ran away ; but 
iu prison it's impossible. 



Yes, that's perfectly true, and I cannot always be 
present Some way must be found. You see thia 
rope ? (He 8hou>8 him ike rope of the alarm beil, ) 
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. KUXiLn. 

Colt moDsiear Prath. . 



£h bien... qnand la tentatioxi sera trop forte... 
agitelaoloche... etje viendrai... (Molda paraU au 
fond.) Ta femme. . . silenoe soIb fort. . . et souYiens- 
toi!(ilM>r^.) 

SCENE xn. 

MUIiLEB, MOLDA. 

Oai, oui. . . je serai fort. . • maia je Toadiaia blen le 
▼oirk ma place 1... Allons, mon panvre Mnllerlil 
Cant te onizasser, mon ami. . . Yoioi le diable !. . . 

MOLDA wire, aveo un petit panUr au brxu, dans lequd Uy 
auneouverU deux verres, une tranche de pM6 inffi^ 
un$'lxMleUie de champagne et um aenette defruite. 

Get exoellent If. Baab. . . En Toilli nn bon jnge. . . 
Oh lilm'abienrenseign^... t^ m'a dit qu'on avait 
jet^ on sort k mon man. . . et j'ai Ui. . . tout oe qn'il 
fant poor conjurer le sort I. . . {Me mmdre le panier,) 
H paratt que c'est sonverain ? . . . et si oela ne -sufflsait 
pas. . . il y a moi !. . . Oh ! 9a. . . il a beau dire. . . o'est 
bien pea de ohoee. Ifais je n'oserai pas. . . parce que, 
qnand on n'a pas lliabitade. . . {Me a nUe le oouverl. 
£Ueregardeii<mmari, qui suit see mouvements avec rf- 
frou) Essayons... Eh bien. monsieur MuUer?... 
(MuJkr manAaUef comme e'ilfeUaaU aaprihe,) Voilk ou 
nous en sommes arriy^ . . . k noos s^parer . . . {MuUer 
tnarmoUe plus fort) Et ponrtant. . . si Tons le Toniiez.. 
iMe marche verehtL — 11 se ditoume, — Apart) II ne 
vent pas me regarder. . . ce n'est pas la peine d'avoir 
fait tant de frais !. . . Monsieur MuUer ! 



Yes, Monsieur Pruth. 



Molda! 



MUUiBB. 



MOLDA. 

Pour quelques heures que nous avons encore a pas- 
ser ensemble. . . vous pourriez bien. . . 



Quoi? 



irULLEB. 



Je ne sais pas, moi. . . Est-ce que vous n'avez pas 
fium, monsieur Muller ? 

MULLEB. 

Oh ! oui, tout de m^me. 

MOLDA. 

II a fiedm I. . . il a faim ! . . . Oh I comme il 8*y oon- 
nait, M. Baab. Eh bien, si youb ne voulez pas regar- 
der Totre femme ... il ne rous est pas ddf endn de jeter 
nn coup d'oeil sur la table. 



Very well! When the temptation becomes Um 
strong ring the bell, and 111 come. (Molda appears at 
the hack of the stage,) Your wife! Silence! Be 
strong, and remember. (He goes ant) 

SCENE XII. 

MULLEB—MOLDA. 

MULun— (oJOfie). 

Ye8,Yes,IwiU be strong ; but, Pd like to sea Uva 
in my place ! Oheer up, my poor -Muller. You must 
steel yoorseU; my friend. Hera's the deviL 

MOLDA— (en^ertf wiihafUOelaskd on her arm, in loUefc 
ihsre is a dwA, two glasses^ acut<^ paU inffi, a hctXU 
€f etonpo^iM and aptote offriM), 

That excellent Monsieur Baab ! Hero is a good— 
Oh ! he has well instructed me ! He told me that 
some one has pift a charm on my husband, and I have 
thero all that's necessary to break the spelL {Skeshams 
ihA basket) It seems it is a soYcreign euro ! and if 
that did not suffice, there remains me — Oh! that ! In 
spite of what he says, is not much account ! But, I 
would not dare, because one s not accustomed. {8he 
has laid the table. She looks at her huaband, who follows 
her movements with dread. ) Let us try. Well, Muller ? 
{MuUer muUers as ^ he were praying.) See where we 
have arriyed— at the point of separAtion. {MuUer nuit- 
iers more strongly,) And yet, if you wished— {She goes 
toward him. He turns vway aside. ) he won't OTan look 
at me. But, if he won't look at me^ it was not worth 
while having gone to such expense! Monsieur 
Muller ! 

HULLSB 

Molda! 

MOLDA. 

For the few hours we have yet to pass together, you 
might — 



What? 



MULLEB. 



MOLDA. 



I don't know. Aro you not hungry, Monsieur 
MuUer? 



MI7LLEB. 



Oh ! Yes indeed ! 



He's hungry ! He's hungry I Oh 1 how MonaieNir 
Baab knew ! Well, if you don't wish to look at your 
wife, you're not forbidden to cast a glance at the 
table! 
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mJUiEB. 



Kon, o*68t Trai .. je penx regarder une table... 
Tiens ! qn'est-oe que c'est que 9a ? 



MOLDA. 



(7est dn p&td d^ grives areo des truffes ! MuUer se 
recuU avec effirol) 



Je n'ai jamais mang^ de 9a... des truffes, 9a me 
&it pear. . . 

MOLDA, lui priaenULfd unepomtM 
'AJors, prenez cecL 

Oh ! non ! 

MOLDA. 

AI0T8, k boire ! {EUe dibmche la bouteW^) 

MUU^R. 

J>u vin !. . . {11 recule avec horreur.) . 

MOLDA. 

Ce n'est pas da Tin. . . c'est de la tisana 

MULLEB. 

Jh la tisane ! 

MOLDA, lisant sar VStiqueite* 
Tisane de champagne, ^tkue voasest pas d^fendn !.. 

MULLSB. 

'Non. .. an contraire. . . {H bait) Oh ! comme c'est 
drOle I. . . O'est JoUment bon 1 

MOLDA. 

ITest-ce pas? . . . Encore nn Yerre? 

MULLEB. 

Paisqne ce n'est pas du vin. . . 

MOLDA. 

Et pnis. • . o'est la demi^re nnit. . • {Etu pousse un 
cfi.) Oh I 

MULLEB. 

Qnoi? 



Rien. . • 



MOLDA. 



MULLEB. 

Si, Tons arez fait : oh ! 

MOLDAi 

P'eist qne je me euis tortilla le pied. 

MULLBS. 

Vraiment? Ot 9a? 



MVLLBB.' 

That's trae. I can look at a table. Hallo ! What 
have we here? 

MOLDA. 

It's Bomep&ti d€ grives with tmffles. {MuUer drav>» 
hack with qffrighL) 

MULLEB. 

I never eat that TroffloiB !— that fri^htena ma. 

MOLDA— (giving him an apple). 
Then, take this. 

MULLEB. 

Oh, no ! 

MOLDA. 

Then, drink. (Sht uncorkB th» boUle,} 

MULLBB. 

Some wine ! 

MOLDA. 

It's not wine : it's ptisan. 

MULLEB. 

Ptisan! 

'tiOLDA-— {reading ike lahle.) 
Ptisan of Champagne— that's not forbidden 

MULLEB. 

No: on the contrary, (fie drinks.) Ohl t's yery 
drolL It tastes well. 

MOLDA. 

Does it not ? Another glass? 

MULLEB. 

As it isn't wine — 

MOLDA. 

And then— it is t'le la8t night ! {She crya out,) Oh I 

MUIXEB. 



MOLDA. 



What? 
Nothing. 

MULLEB. 

Ah! What have you done? 

MOLDA. 

I have sprained my foot 

MULLEB. 

Indeed! How'Htbat? 
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HOLOA. 

Ah ! Oh 19a Mt mail... 

MULLEB, d (jenoux, 
Voulez-vous que je fix>tte? 

MOIiDA. 

Oui ... la . . . la . . . au-dessus dt) la oheyiUe ? 

MULLEK, froUanl. 
Au-dessus de la cheville ! 

MOLDA. 

Oui, plus haut. . . nn peu plas haut, monsieur Mid- 
ler!. . . (£8e monlrt U bos de sajainbe Mulkrse redresse.) 

DUO 

MT7LLEB. 

Graxrd Dieu I 



Qa'avez-yotis? 

MULLES. 

Je ne sals.. . je suU foa. 

MOLD A. 

Voyons, que signifie ? 

MULLEB^ 

Gr&ce, je youb en prie, 

D^robez k mes yeux 

Oes oharmes voluptueax. 
Le vertige de moi s'empare, 
Je Bens ma raison qni s'dgare ; 
Qui done yiendra k mon secours, - 
A moi, bon saint J^idme accours f 

Tiens k mon secoors ! 

A moi ! k moi ! i fh' \ 

Au secoars 1 an secours !• J » *'***^ 

Hagitela doche. 



Eh quoi done ? que se passe-'t-il ? 
Avez-vous done perdu )a t^te? 
Oraignez que mon esprit subtil 
Ke vienne troubler voire fSte^ 

MULLBB. 

Enfin le yoici, 
Je respire. 



Que yeut-il ioi ? 
Quil'attire? 

PBUTH. 

Oalmez yotre peur 
Et votre firayeur. 
Hais n'oubUez pas 
Que je suis Ik. 



ICOLOA. 



Ah ! It pains me. 



MULLEB— (o» hia hne^). 
Do you wish me to rub it ? 

MOLDA. 

Yes : there, there — aboye the ankle. 
MULLBB — (rvlbingj . 
Above the ankle ? 



Yes: higher. A little higher, Monsieur MuUer. 
(5/ie shows him the lower part of her leg. Mdler starts 
up.) 



Good Lord ! 



DUO. 



MULLBB. 



MOLDA. 

What is it, pray ? 

MULLEB. • 

Oh't takes my head away. 

MOLDA. 

That's but a passing fteling. 

MULLEB. 

Mercy ! my brain ia reeling ! 
To quiet my alArms, 
Conceal those dazzling charms — 
The vertigo, all whirling, lakes me ; 
My reason trembles and forsakes me. , 
Oh ! who to help me now will come? •, 
Hasten to me, good SHiut Jerome. 
Oh ! to my assistance come ! 

To me, to n:e. 
Help, oh, come ! Help, oh, come ! 

{lie rings the bell. ) 



What is it now ? Whafs going on ? 

Have you lost your seven sense.-. ? 
Take care, lest ere your f«5te h&s tjone, 

I shall have pziniohed your ofifenses. 



At last, it is he, 
I breath freely. 

MOLDA. 

What can his aim be? 
Strange, 'tis really. 

PBUTH. 

Calm your affright. 
The rest of the night ; 
But, do not lorget 
That Tm here yet 
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Kon, o*e8t Trai . . je penz regarder une table... 
TienB ! qn*eBt-oe que o'est que 9a ? 



MOLDA. 



Q'est dn pfttd de grives areo des truffes ! MuUer se 
rwuk avec effrol) 

XOUiEB. 

Je n'ai jamais mangd de 9a... des truffes, 9a me 
&it pear. . . 

MoiiDA, M priaenUmt une pcmme 
iJon, prenez cecL 

UVJJXSS, 

Oh ! non ! 

MOLDA. 

AI0T8, k boire ! {EUe dibouche la hoideW^) 

MULLEB. 

J)u vin !. . . {11 reciile avec horrtur,) . 

M0LD4. 

Ce n*e8t pas dn tIq. . . c'est de la tisana 

MULLEB. 

Jh la tisane ! 

MOLDA, lisani sur VStiqueUe, 
Tisane de champagne, ^t^i^e^oasest pas d^endu L. 

MULLBB. 

Non. .. an oontraire. . . (11 hoiL) Oh ! comme o*e8t 
drOle 1. . . 0*est joUment bon I 

MOLDA. 

ITesi-ce pas? . . . Encore nn Terre? 
Pnisqne ee n'est pas dn vin. . . 

MOLDA. 

Et pnis. • • o'est la derni^re nnit. . • {EUe poussi un 
crL) Oh I 

MUIiLEB. 

Qnoi? 

MOIDA. 

Rien... 

MULLEBi 

Si, Tons arez fait : oh ! 

MOLDA. 

O'est qne je me suis tortilla le pied. • • 

MULUSB. 

Vraiment? Ot 9a? 



UULLtSL' 

That's tme. I can look at a table. Hallo ! What 
have we here? 

MOLDA. 

It*s Bome pAlS d€ grives with truffles. {Mutter draws 
hack with affright) 

MUIXEB. 

I never eat that Trnffl^iB !— that frighten! smu 

MOLDA— (giving him an c^pple). 
Then, take this. 

MULLEB. 

Oh, no ! 

MOLDA. 

Then, drink. (She uncorks Ihe boiUe.} 

MT7LLKB. 

Some wine ! 

MOLDA. 

It's not wine : it's ptisan. 

MT7XXEB. 

Ptisan! 

MOLDA — {reading ike lahle,) 
Ptisan of ChampRgne— that's not forbidden 

MULLBB. 

No: on the contrary. {He drinks.) Oh! t's yery 
drolL It tastes well. 

MOLDA. 

Does it not ? Another glass? 

MUUJEB. 

As it isn't wine— 

MOLDA. 

And then— it is t'le last night ! {She crys out) Oh t 

MUIXEB. 



What? 
Nothing. 



MOLDA. 



MtXLEB. 

Ah! What have you done? 

MOLDA. 

I have sprained my foot 

MULLXIL 

Indeed! How'Htbat? 
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HOLOA. 

Ah !01i!9a&itmal!... 

MUIiLEB, d geiioux, 
Voalez-Yous que je frotte? 

MOLDA. 

Oai. . . la. . . la. . . aa-dessos dt) la olieviUe? 

MULLKR, frotiant* 
Au-dessus de la cheville ! 



Ooi, plus haut. . . nn peu plus haut, monsieur Mnl- 
ler ! . . . (£Se monire le bos de sa jambe Midler se redresse. ) 

DUO 

MULLEB. 

Giand Dieu ! 



Qu*avez-yous? 

MULLEB. 

Je ne sais.. . je suis fou. 

MOIJ>A. 

Voyons, que signifie ? 

MUIiLEBt 

Gr&ce, je voufl en prie, 

D^robez k mes yeux 

Oes oharmes voluptueux. 
Le yeitige de moi s'empare, 
Je sens ma raiaon qui s'^gare ; 
Qui done viendra k mon secours, ' 
A moi, bon saint J^idme accours f 

Tiens k mon secours ! 

A moi ! k moi ! ) , . . 

Au secours ! au secours If" »*''*• ^ 



UOLDiL. 

Ah ! It pains me. 

MULLEE— (on his knees). 
Do you wish me to rub it ? 

HOLD A. 

Yes : there, there — ^above the ankle. 
MuiiLEB — (rvlbuuj) . 
Above the ankle ? 



Yes : higher. A little higher, Monsieur Muller. 
{She shows him the lowei' part of her leg. Mtvller starU 
up,) 



Good Lord ! 



DUO. 



MULLBB. 



Hagitela docht, 



PBUTH. 



Eh quoi done ? que se passe-'t-il ? 
Ayez-vous done perdu la t^te? 
€raignez que mon esprit subtil 
Ne vienne troubler votre Uie, 



Enfin le voici, 
Je respire. 

MOLDA. 



Que veut-il ici ? 
Quil'attire? 



PBUTH. 



Galmoz votre peur 
Et votre firayeur. 
liais n'oubliez pas 
Que je suis Ik. 



MOLDA. 

What is it, pray ? 

MULLEB. • 

Oh't takes my head away. 

MOLDA. 

That's but a passing fieling. 

MULLEB. 

Mercy ! my bnuti ia reeling ! 
To quiet my aUrmR. 
Ck>nceal those dazzling charms — 
The vertigo, all whirling, lakes me ; 
My reason trembles and forsakes me. . 
Oh ! who to help me now will come? -^ 
Hasten to me, good Snint Jerome. 
Oh ! to my assistance come ! 

To me, to n:e. 
Help, oh, come ! Help, oh, come ! 

{He rings the bell, ) 



What is it now ? What's going on ? 

Have you lost your seven sense* ? 
Take care, lest ere your ftite has gone, 

I shall have ptinished your offenses. 



At last, it is he, 
I breath freely. 

MOIiDA. 

What can his aim be? 
Strange, 'tis really. 

PBUTH. 

Calm yoar affright. 
The rest of the night ; 
But, do not iorget 
That I'm here yet 
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XOLDA. 



II est parti, yenaz k table, 
Un verre de cette liqueur 
Qui Tous a parn ddlect ible, 
Saura yous remettre le coear. 



MULLEB. 



I Soit j'y oonseDs, encore tih verre, 
Cela je croiH me remettra. 
I £t si ma donleur ant am^re, 
iTa tifiane I'adoacira. 



f Allons, courage, encore an yerre. 

Gela je crois yous remettra. 

£t ei aa douleur est am^re^ 
i La tisane Tadoucira. 



La chaleur est suffocante. 
J'^touffe je n'en puis plus. 

IfUIXSB. 

Que Dutes YOUS?... 

MOIiDA. 

Quelle ^pouvante I 



MOLDA. 



Bes ^paules, ses bras sont nus. 



MOLDA. 

Ah ! qu*il £ut chaud ! mon peignoir tombe. 
MUIJ4EB. 
, gr&ce, gr&ce pour moi ! 

MOLDA. 

1 YOUS Yient oet <$moi t 

IffULIiiEB. 

D^robez k mes yeni; 



hi 
o 



He's gona Now, at the table seated. 
Take one more glass of this ptisan. 

Whose praise yon while ago repeated — 
'Twill make you feel again a man. 



Yes, I consent : I'll take another. 
For I think 'twill set me up. 



Together, < 



up. 
If taken bad, my pains 111 smother^ 
With your most delightful cup. 



Gome, coTirage man ! and take another* 
For I think 'twill set you up. 

If taken bad, his pains I'll smotiier. 
With this most delightful uup. 



The heat is almost suffocating ; 
I'm fainting almost, I declare^ 

MULLEB. 

Whatis'tyoudo? 

MOLDA. 

My fright's abating. 

MXTLLBB. 

Her shoulders and her arms are barew 

MOLDA. 

'Tis awfidly warm^my wrapper's fslleii* 

/ MULLBB. 

Mercy for me, I pray. 

J MOLDA. 



7bg€th0r.{ 



What makes you fret this way? 



Eh ! quoi done, etc, 

MOLDA. 

n est parti, etc., etc. 

MOLDA. 

Et maintenant, monsieur embras^ez Yotre femme 

MULLEB. 

Quel embarras 1 G'est afifreux sur mon &me ! 

MOLDA. 

Embrassez done, on ne yous Yerra pas I 



To quiet my alarmo, etc 

FBTJTH* 

What is it now, etc. 



MOLDA. 

Now, husband dear, your young wife's here : 
Embrace her. * 

MULLEB. 

Oh ! what a predicament ! How eYcr can I 
Face her? 

MOLDA. 

Embrace me : you will not be 
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OOUPIiETS 

Jamais jen'anrais o8^ dire 
Combien j'aurais bxl toob aimer. 
Gombien de baisers, de soarire 
J'aurais trouv($ ponrvons charmer. 
Ponr ^gayer notre mi^nage 
J'avais sem^ partontdes flenrs 
Ah ! moDsiexir Mailer, queldommage 
De les arroser de ses pleurs. 

Un oiel tout blen, ciel sans noage, 
Plain de soleil et bien tentant 
Puis an milieu du paysage 
Un enfant. . . 

MUIiUSB. 

Voos dit*8? 



Un enfant 
Un, deaz, pent-^tre davantage 
Poisqne 9a niche sous les fleors. 
Ah 1 monsieur Mailer, qael dommage 
Di raster seule avec ses pleors. 
Voas h^tez ? 

ICULUBB. 

J'h^site. 

MOLDA. 

Un baiser sar le front. 

MUULBB. 

Toat mon ^tre palpite 

MOLDA. 

Un baiser. 

ICUIJjSB. 

Non ! non ! 

O mon Mailer, reviens k to! 
Je t'en sapplie. . . regaide-mol 

HULUEB. 



Ah!c'estbienelle! 
Diea I qn'elle est belle t 



EN SEMBriEi* 

O folte iyresse ! 
Doux moment 
Adieu tristesse 
Adieu serment 
A toi mon &me 
Et nos amours 



femme 



EUeestma ) 
Je Buis ta ) 
Et pour toujours. 



Bia. 



fliUTU. 

Je n'entends plus sonaer. 

MTTLZJBBa 

L*ap6tre !. . . Ma foi, tant pis pour Tap^tre ! 



OOUPLETa 

Ah ! ne'er should I have dared to utter. 

How to ioye you, I have known. 
What smiles upon my lips would flutter. 

What kisses, that were all yoar own. (bis.} 
I sowed around our little chalet, 

Gay flowers, to deck the passing years ; 
Oh ! were't not sad, in life's fiur yaUey, 

Only to water them with tears. 

A sky, all cloudless blue, o'er spreading 
A sun-bathed landscape, grand and mild ; 

And, in its midst, o*er m>wers treading,. 
A child played — 

XUUiEB. 

What's that? 

MOLDA. 

A child. 
One, two or more, for round the chalet^ 

Beneath the flowers some form appeank 
Oh! were't not sad, in life's fair valiey, 

To Lave no company but tears? 

Ton hesitate? 

KUZJJEB* 

I Alter. 

MOLDA. 

One kiss upon the brow. 

MULLEB. 

My being seems to alter. 

HOLDA.- 



AlitUe 



Not nov. 



MOLDA. 



Oh I deareetk from this spell break free^ 
I supplicate you — ^look on me. 



Tie she, my dearest, 
Beauteous, nearest ! 

BOTE. 

Oh ! joy and gladness I 

We're nappy now ; 

Farewell to sadness ! 

Farewell my row 1 

Ne'er shall we sever, 

^ » Life shall be bright ; 

Hm "! ^^^®» forever, 

« Love and delight I 



(W».) 



I don't hear any more singing. 

HULLEB. 

The apostle, faith— so much the worse for the 
apostle. 
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SOEKE XIIL 

Les liiMES, PBUTH, BAA.B, suivi de tout 
le vilktge. 

pBuxa. 
-Qu'esi-ce que je vols. . . malheurenx ! {11 ae prScipUe 
en schie, suivi de RUabf Fichtel et tout le ^)iUage, 

ICULUDB. 

Ah I xaoiusiear Kaab !. . . Si vous saviez !. . . 

BA.AB. 

Je saiB, oni je sals . . . je sals que tu dois trois mille 
florinB kM. Fruth !. . . ppur rachetor ton serment ! 



PBUTH. 



Heia?... 



Et je te lea apporte ! 

MULLEB. 

Ah ! monsieur Baab ?. . . Vous me sauvez la vie I 
BAAB, lui donnant un sac, 

Les Yoici . . . et maintenant, acquitte-toi . . . AUonSi 
monsieur Pruth ! (^MuUer met le sac dans les mains de 
Prwh.) 

PBUTH. 

Qu'est-ce qui lui a done dit tout 9a ? 

nCHTSL 

O'est moi done I. . . mon oncle !. . • 



To!?. 



PBTTTO. 



FICHTEL. 

Je Be partirai pas ! . . . 

BAAB, d Pruth, 

Eh bien, qu'est-ce que vous allez faire de cet argent- 
la? 

PBUTH, embarrassi. 

Moi. . . mais. . . tiens, mais au fait, qu*est-ce que je 
vas faire de oet argent-Ik? 

BAAB. 

Et il 7 a un proverbe qui dit : Les boos comptes font 
les bona amis, restituez. (llluienlivelesac,) Bestituez, 
mouBieur, {11 lui enhve bnUaiement sa perruque etlamet 
sursatiie.) 



SOENB Till. 
The same — PBUTH— BAAB, tollowed bx 

YILLAQE. 



PBUIH. 

What do I see ? Unfortunate man ! {he rushes an 
the stage, followed by Baab, Fichtel and all the xnllage, ) 

MULLEB. 

Ah ! Monsieur Baab ! If you knew — 



I know : yes, I know. I know that you owe three 
thousand florins to Moosieur Pruth, to redeem your 
oathl 



Heigh I 



And I bring them to you. 

MUILBB. 

Ah ! Monsieur Baab, you save my life. 
BAAB. — (giving him a bag). 

Here they are ; and now pay your debt Take it| 
Monsieur Pruth. 

( MuUer puts the bag inlo the handsi of Fruth.) 

PBT7TH. 

Who has told him all that ? 

nCHTEU 



I did, uncle. 
You? 



fBITTB* 



FICHTEL. 



I shall not go away. 

BAAB.— (to Pruih), 
Well, what are you going to do with that money? 

PBUTH— (e/ri&arrcwsed ) 

I— but— hold— in fact — what am 1 going to do with 
this money ? 



There's a proverb which says, '*Good accounts 
make good friends "—make restitution — {He takes the 
bag,) make restitution, sir. {He ruddy snafiehea the ivig 
and puts U on his oum head,) 



PBUTB. 



Sea oheyeuz aossi. 



PBUTH* 



His hair, also. 
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M» sdnmes, je von* le liyre. (Xes hommes s^appreieni 
d tomber star Pruth d le menacent de leurs bdtons. ) Pas 
ici, en sortant ; yous savez; on vous attend au bout da 
corridor. 



BAAB, rendant le sac a MvUer. 
MuUer. . . cher enfant, reprends ta dot. 
lement anjonrd'hni qu'ellfe t'appartient . . 
tu veux toujonrs divorcer, Molda ? 



, . c'est sea* 
£st-ce que 



MOLDA. 

Oh ! non, parrain !. . . Ce n^est pas le moment. 

BAAB. 

None y gagnerons peat-^tre moins de timbales. 

MUULXB. 

^a ne fait rien, monsiear Baab. Noas noas rattra- 
perons ^or le bonhear. 



Ponrtant, il y en a Ancore ane k dt^crocher, et c'est 
la plus difficile. 

MOLDA, s^axxin^rd au public 

L'snoc^s est an m^t dont Tassaat 
N'est pas tonjoars chose banale ; 
Nul ne doit se vanter trop bant 
D'tiller ddcrocher la timbale. 
On debate, on est plein d*espoir, 
Nal doate que tout rt^assisse. 
Messieurs, ne dites pas ce soir, 

Grao ! v'la qa*ca glisse. 
Encore deux qui n I'aaront pas, 

Latimbale, etc., etc. 



MnV.fiT charUe Its demiers ixrs amc Moida. — Reprise 
par tout le choeur. 



Ladies, I give him into your hands. {Tke mefi pre- 
pare to fail on Pruth, and menace him toiffi ihtir sticks.) 
Not here — in going out, you know. Ton're waited for 
at the end of the corridor 



(giving the hag to MuUer). 
Mailer, my child, take back your fortune : 'tis only 
today thatit belongs to you. -Do you still want to be 
divoroed, Molda? 

MOLDA. 

Oh ! no, godfather ! not just now ! 

BAAB 

We shall, perhaps, win fewer ctips. 

MU^BB. 

It does not matter. We shall compensate ourselves 
with happiness. 



However, there's yet one to win, and it is the most 
difficult 

MOLDA— (advancing to the publio.) 

Success is perched upon a pole — 

A mighty struggle 'tis to grasp it ; 
And none with boasts should mock the soul, 

That, when they try, they're sure to grasp it 
We start, our hearts are fired with hope, 
No doubt, into success we're gliding ; 
So, say not, when our fortunes ope — 
Grdc— see that down-sliding. 

Two more who have missed renown. 

And the cup, too. 

And the cup, too. 

Two more who have missed renown, 

Two more who come sliding down. 

{Midler sings the lasi verse with Moldcu) 
{R^ain by aU the chorus.) 



FINIS. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 




GRAND, 



AND 




SaUARE, 



UPRIGHT 
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